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PREFACE 

"Nor gold nor silver are the words set here. 
Nor rich-wrought chasing on design of art; 
But rugged relics of an unknown sphere 
Where fortune chanced I played one time a part.** 

These opening lines of the gifted John Boyle 
O'Reilly, in his prologue to poems of Western 
Australia, seem to epitomize the sort of preface 
most suitable for this book. 

The deep-water life, though, is not an en- 
tirely "unknown sphere." A few men, who 
have loved it, and lived on it, have written 
entertaining sea stories in which nautical ethics 
and everyday details are gone into with strict 
accuracy. But many more, who have written 
entertainingly, have fallen far short of the 
mark in this respect. 

Fond parents, or a prudish aunt, can be 
easily imagined scanning the contents of this 
yam and becoming horrified by what occurs in 
it from place to place; for the sea life has been 
given no gloss. It is told of truthfully — as the 
writer saw it in British ships. 
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Preface 

The "Wild Irishman" really existed, and 
said and did nearly all the things attributed to 
him, except the losing of his ship. But, "to 
give the devil his due," as the saying is, it 
should be added: No finer, neater or more 
accomplished gentleman could be wished for 
than was this same man in the intervals when 
he was free from the influence of strong drink. 

The name of Arthur Friend has not been 
changed from that used in real life. Nothing 
but good is said of him. And I hope if he sees 
this humble work he will communicate and 
renew the friendship we had when we chummed 
around New York together "looking for a 
ship." 

Bab and his family are straight fiction. The 
professor and the sailmaker are not. Coghill, 
even to his name, has been reproduced, as has 
"Three Finger Jack." Gustav is a composite 
character evolved from several persons of his 
race. 

The statement of facts about Pitcaim Island 
— ^modified by comparatively recent newspa- 
per reports — are those gleaned during my last 
visit to the place. This century was very 

vlii 
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young, then, and there were seventy-five fewer 
inhabitants than are mentioned in this yam. 

If there is much of carousing, brutality and 
the like, it all has its place. It is part of the sea 
life iiiat the writer saw and he has striven by its 
use to point a moral for old and young alike. 
He hopes he has shown, in narrative form, the 
foolishness of men who "put an enemy in their 
mouths to steal away their brains." 

Chablton L. Smith. 

Makblbhsao, Ma88., April 10, 1922. 
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INTRODUCTION 

It is, more's the pity, a long time since I was 
a boy. But in the days when I was a boy — a 
boy in a Cape Cod village — my grown-up 
masculine neighbors nearly all bore the title of 
"Cap'n." The great majority were captains 
whose seafaring was done, who, having voy- 
aged aroimd and across and aroimd again the 
great brine-pickled spaces of the world, had 
come back to their native town to live the re- 
mainder of their days in the homes they loved. 
The minority, younger men, still commanded 
ships, and were at home only after long in- 
tervals and for short "shore leaves" before 
putting to sea again. It was the end of the 
clipper ship period and these captains were, 
although they themselves scarcely realized it 
at the time, practically the last of the able, 
plucky, adventurous race of American skip- 
pers of American square-riggers. Steam, 
which had driven the stage coach from the land, 
was driving the sailing-ship from the deep sea. 

But, as a boy, I knew tihiese captains, active 
zi 
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or retired. I sat in the back row of chairs at 
the post-office when a group of them had 
gathered there, and listened with open ears 
and mouth to their yams — yams which began, 
it may be, at New Orleans or Acapulco or 
Havana or Surinam, and ended at Hong 
Kong or Bombay or Sidney or Mauritius. I 
heard tales of typhoons and the doldrums, of 
wrecks and rescues and open boats and dere- 
licts, of castaways and ships which sailed and 
were never heard from, of whales and sharks 
and porpoise and giant squid, of mutiny on 
the high seas and "shanghaiing" in port. I 
even knew one aged mariner who, as a cabin 
boy scarce eleven years old, had been on board 
a ship taken by pirates. 

I dearly loved a sea yam then; I love one 
now. But, in order to suit my early cultivated 
and perhaps therefore over-cultivated taste, it 
should be told by one who has himself been at 
sea and knows the ropes. Captain Charlton 
Smith has been a sailor, a sailor on a square- 
rigger. When he heaves short the cable, fishes 
and cats the anchor, and squares yards for sea, 
he knows what he is doing. He will make a 
record voyage if he can, but he won't crack on 
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iinta he runs her under. Captain Jack Mullen 
may pile up the Rangoon on a coral reef, but it 
is a safe wager that Captain Charlton Smith 
will bring his story and his hero safe home 
again and with a rich cargo to pay for the trip. 

So if boys of today hke, as some of their 
fathers did, a cruise through the pages of a 
lively deep sea yam, I believe they may ship 
aboard Captain Smith's craft with full confi- 
dence in the skipper. There may be — probably 
are — squalls and dirty weather ahead, breakers 
alee, and perhaps a "low, black, suspicious- 
looking bark" off the weather bow, but the 
captain is in charge and, never fear, he'll bring 
you through safely. As they used to say of cer- 
tain skippers I once knew, he is "as smart a 
navigator as ever trod a deck plank." 

Anchor's apeak! Here is wishing hi® book 
fair winds and smooth sailing The home light 
is dropping astern and her nose is pointed for 
the South Seas. A pleasant and prosperous 
voyage to Captain Smith, his ship, his crew, 
and all his yoimg passengers. 

Joseph C. Lincoln. 

Chatham, Mass., July 22, 1922. 

xiii 
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Bab Haskins in Southern Seas 

CHAPTER I 

Beoke in Teisco 

"Wake up, Buddy." 

A heap of gunny sacks stirred and a pleasant, 
honest voice greeted, 

"Howisit,Babr 

"Regular 'Frisco fog, but never mind that. 
Do you think we can rate that breakfast you 
were telling about last night? I'm nearly 
famished." 

Arthur Friend, who was all that his family 
name implied, said he had no doubt of it. The 
boys watched their chance, crawled out from 
imder the forecastle head and left the ship when 
the watchman crossed East St. for his morning 
paper. 

Hungry as he was, Bab Haskins made his 
new acquaintance stop after they had gone a 

8 
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little way beyond where the ship^s flying jib- 
boom overhung the street. 

"Look there, Arthur, look. Now, we've a 
good view. Isn't she a peach ? Over fifty years 
old and a regular yacht for looks! Gee, I'd 
like to have lived in the old clipper days 1" 

"The Glory of the Seas sure is a wonder," 
the other replied, but, then, I'd rather not sign 
on in her — those old wooden ships need lots 
of pumping." 

The boys reached Market St. and turned to 
the southward along a small street that 
diverged from it. At length Arthur announced, 

"Here we are — *The Leading Breeze.' " 

As they entered, Jim, the lunchman, turned, 
while waiting on a row of customers, who sat 
on high stools before his counter near the door, 
and asked, smilingly, 

"Strike anything yet?" 

"Yes," the boy replied, "I'm going to join 
a steam schooner at Berkley this morning." 
Then he indicated by a nod that he would like 
a word in private. 

"Sure thing 1" agreed Jim, when the situa- 
tion had been explained. "I like the looks of 

4 
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both of you. I'll go the grub-stakes till you 
both get a ship." 

Thanking Jim for his kindness, they fell to 
Math a will; after which, as it was too early for 
Bab to go job hunting, they strolled to the 
ferry building at the foot of Market St. 

"Now, then. Buddy," said Arthur, "let's 
have your yam. You were too tired and hun- 
gry, when I took you in tow last night, or I 
should have urged you then." 

"Whole thing, in a small bunt, is this," the 
other replied: "I'm from Gloucester. My 
mother died three years ago and my father, a 
fishing skipper, put all his affairs in the hands 
of his brother whom he appointed my guardian. 
Then dad took a vessel around here to the 
coajst to go halibut fishing. But he was re- 
ported lost some months ago with all hands. 
Uncle got news of it when someone mailed him 
a clipping. 

"Things weren't all roses for me at my 
uncle's. They were social climbers and they 
spent lots of time and money toadying to the 
top-notch set. So I was mighty glad when 
Uncle gave me a permit to sign on in the mer- 
chant marine. I made three voyages through 

5 
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the danger zone and one through the canal and 
out to Hawaii. When we reached here, a 
month ago, the war was over and you know the 
rest — I was like lots of others — on the 
beach." 

"But why didn't you send to your uncle for 
money?" 

"Pride wouldn't let me. I was bound I'd 
make good on the ocean and I shall 1" 

"Good for you, Buddy — shake! Same here! 
But have you inquired into the loss of your 
father's vessel? *Three Finger Jack' has a 
sort of clearing house for all the men who ship 
North. He might know about it." 

"I've inquired a great deal but nobody seems 
able to tell me anything. I hadn't heard of 
'Three Finger Jack,' tihough." 

"Come on, then, we'll go see him." 

As they went, Arthiu* said, 

"There's not much to my yam, except that 
I've got just the best dad ever. He lives in 
New York and he's quite comfortably fixed. 
My mother, I can't remember for she died when 
I was small. As I am the only child, it took a 
heap of coaxing before dad would let me go; 
but he loosened, finally, and I joined the navy 

6 
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drifting near the last of it into the aviation 
outfit. Well, here we are." 

The boys halted before a sort of hotel on 
Howard St. that had a dining saloon on the 
street floor, over which spread a gilded sign 
that read: "Thbee Finger Jack's." On a 
window at each side of the door there was 
painted a hand of heroic size that lacked a 
thumb and little finger. 

"Well, Buddy," said Arthur, "I shall have 
to leave you. I hope you'll learn that your 
father wasn't lost. I've only time to get over 
to Berkley or I'd go in. Write me care of 
'The Leading Breeze'." 

"I will, Arthur. So long, old boy." 
"So long. Buddy, and good luck to you." 
In beyond the long limch coimter, Bab f oimd 
that the room widened. Here at a large round 
taible, lighted by a sky-light overhead, sat a 
comfortable looking man of sixty. He was in 
his shirt sleeves and had been busy at his 
accounts and was just closing the book with 
a bang as the boy reached him. 

"Haw, haw, hawl Me Jack?" He held up 
a fat hand with three fingers for answer. "Yes, 
sonny," he said, when Bab had stated his mis- 

7 
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sion, "I knew your father well; he always 
stopped at my hotel upstairs. But, my poor 
boy, it's feared he's lost. We haven't heard 
from him or his vessel for a long time." 

"What's that," spoke up a well-dressed man 
who left the lunch coimter and came to the 
table and sat down. "Tom Haskins lost? Not 
a bit of it. His vessel may be — he did look 
sort o' down by the head — I saw him sign on as 
chief officer in a bark that left yesterday for the 
United Kingdom." 

Bab brightened perceptibly at this but it was 
only momentary. There was doubt in his voice 
as he said, 

"Doesn't seem much like Dad to go second 
fiddle, or to go deep-water." 

"But I tell you he did go! I saw him and I 
know him!" 

The man was so positive that Bab became 
hopeful and after thanking him and the good- 
natured landlord he left the place. He had 
not gone far, however, when he heard hurried 
steps and turning saw the stranger again. 

"Come on in here and have a soda," he sug- 
gested, nodding toward a comer apothecary 
shop. 
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Out of politeness, the invitation was accepted 
and as they sat on stools sipping their drinks 
the man asked, 

"If you want to overhaul your dad, why 
don*t you sign on in the Rangoon? She's all 
loaded and is going to haul out in the stream 
tomorrow. Start my butt-straps and liners, if 
I haven't half a mind to sign on in her myself! 
Both vessels are bound to Falmouth for orders 
and the Rangoon's a faster and a bigger ship." 

"It's a good idea," Bab told himself. Then, 
aloud, he said: 

"I've always vowed I'd keep out of lime- 
juicers but if this ship is faster than the bark, 
I can readi England ahead of dad. I shall be 
almost sure of meeting him. I'll sign on in her 
if it's not too late." 

"Come on then," said the man. "My name 
is Bergman. I'm not busy so I'll show you 
where the skipper can be found." 

At the lower end of California St., the man 
halted and, pointing to a ship-chandler's store, 
announced, 

"Here we are. It's dollars to doughnuts 
you'll find the skipper loafing in the office. His 
name is John Mullen." 

9 
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CHAPTER II 
Signing On 

Bab and Bergman went in. The former 
knocked at the counting-room door and asked 
for Captain Mullen. 

A determined looking man of thirty left the 
group of ship-masters, with whom he had been 
talking, and stormed to the door, where he stood 
scowling down at Bab as though he were about 
to eat him. Alcohol glowed in the captain's 
face, glistened in his eyes, fairly reeked from his 
breath and through the pores of his skin. 

"Are you shipping any hands, sir?" 

"No, they're all signed on — But hold on 
young feller." Here the skipper stooped and 
launched his giant bulk of six feet two out into 
the store, meanwhile eyeing Bab searchingly. 
"Hold on," he repeated. "Let me see. Oh, 
ay. I promised to shove young Reiberg into 
the fo'casT to give him training. I might give 
you Reiberg's berth — second steward." 

10 
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Although Bab was looking for further train- 
ing himself, he answered, 

"That would be fine, sir. Here are my dis- 
charges, all of them stamped V.G. for conduct 
and ability." 

"I don't give three hurrahs for your dis- 
charges. I never look at 'em. I c'n tell a man, 
or a boy, the minute he heaves in sight. You 
go aboard my vessel.'* 

"You'll find he'll suit first rate," offered 
Bergman. 

"What the devil do you know about it? Stow 
that music of youm — I'm running my 
packet 1" 

Bergman prudently withdrew to the street 
while the captain continued : 

"Now, son, Mrs. Mullen's going to sail with 
us and your job, just at present, is to turn to 'n 
see how nicely you can tidy up the saloon and 
the rooms that lead from it. If that blamed 
old idiot of a mate, or the steward, says any- 
thing to you, tell him to go to blazes with my 
compliments. 

"Lrash everything that's movable, or break- 
able, and have things aft, ship-shape. They 
call me 'The Wild Irishman' — when I get 

u 
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started, I stop for neither wind, fire, smoke nor 
water, Gret that, sonny V 

"Yes, sir, I do." 

"Very well, then. Tend to that, and me and 
you'll be friends. Go up to the consul's and 
sign on. I'll give you a line on the back of this 
card for identification." 

The captain passed the card and a handful of 
coin to Ba;b. Then he ordered, 

"Shove off. Count that money 'n' let me 
know the amount later." 

Bab drew his companion into the next door- 
way and proceeded to count the money. "Gee !" 
he exclaimed, "No wonder they call him the 
'Wild Irishman' when he advances a stranger 
a handful of money uncounted 1 Look — here 
are four five-dollar gold pieces and a dollar and 
a quarter in silver 1" 

"Oh, he's a good sort," explained Bergman, 
"only a little odd." 

"He's about half-shot, now," added Bab, 
"and he looks like a — well a regular rummy." 

"That's nothing," declared Bergman. "Fact 
is, most ship-masters hit it up just before sail- 
ing. Chances are he'll cut it out before he gets 
to sea." 

12 
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"Well, IVe got to go up and sign on," said 
Bab. "And I thank you ever so much for put- 
ting me wise, Mr. Bergman." 

"Not at all, my lad. I*m not busy. Let's 
both go up. I'll show you the way to the 
consul's." 

Mr. Bergman saw Bab sign, then bade him 
good day. He promised, however, to call at the 
ship, later on, to see how Bab liked his new 
duties. 

The boy bought a few necessary articles, 
squared up with Jim the lunchman, and then 
went down to the ship that lay at an East St. 
pier. He knocked on the saloon door and asked 
for the first officer. 

"I'm Mr. Williams," announced a slight 
elderly man with a fiery red beard of short, 
squarish shape, whom Bab took to be a very 
mild-mannered Welshman. 

On having the matter explained to him, the 
mate set Reiberg to work instructing his 
successor. 

"Cap'n seems to be a pretty nice sort of a 
man," suggested Bab, tentatively, as they 
worked together. 

13 
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Reiberg, a very fat, blond, Swedish boy, 
grinned and said, noncommittally, 

"Ah denk he treat me purty goot — he friend 
my fader." 

The novelty of the new job made time pass 
rapidly. It was night before Bab was aware 
of it, and he was glad to sit on a bench in the 
half -deck where Reiberg made him acquainted 
with the ship's three apprentices. 

"Yes," said Fell, a Liverpool lad, "it was a 
quiet ship today, but 'old on. Long before 
tomorrow, at this time, there'll be 'somethink 
doing,' as they jolly well say out 'erel" 

"Right — ol" chorused the other two. 

The steward, a young Irishman, who had 
been acting as cook all day, now appeared and 
gossip became rife. 

"Ay," prophesied the boy whom they called 
"McCracken," "Ay there mon be some'at doin' 
the nicht. Auld mon Jock wi' a skin f u', 'n' a' 
that, canna come aboard withoot a wee bit 
wordie. D' ye no ken how he fairly luves yon 
steward?" 

All laughed at this bit of pleasantry, save 
the steward. 

"I'll fix him yet," yelled he. "I'U square 

14 
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yards with him as soon as I find out how far 
the law will let me go in the matter." 

"Ye mean well enou*, and na doot ye*d come 
to na harm in Tipperary," opined Muir. "But 
it's no a bantam weight, like ye sel', ye have in 
the auld mon — he's a braw laddie." 

About nine o'clock, Bab felt sleepy and 
started for his room next to the cabin pantry. 
As he reached his door he saw the giant skipper 
staggering around the cabin. 



15 
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CHAPTER III 

The Wild Ikishman 

The captain took a bottle from the swinging 
tray, over the table, poured out a drink and 
then as he swallowed it he spied Bab going into 
his room. 

"Who-'hic-who 'n hell are you?" 

"I'm Bab, sir — the boy you shipped for the 
cabin." 

"Thash so. But, boy, I'm 'shamed of you. 
•Dam' 'shamed-hic-dam' 'shamed. All right, 
boy. Shee you in -sh-morning." 

Bab was glad to get away from the muddled 
skipper, who evidently wanted to pick a quaiTel 
but was too far gone to know how to go about 
doing it. In a few minutes, the boy was sleep- 
ing soundly. 

A bright dawn was lighting up the room 
when Bab awakened. He was hardly dressed 
when a peevish voice called, 

"Emma, bring the bottle." Then, "Emma's 

16 
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not here, so she's not. Boy — drat that boy — 
boy, bring the bottle." 

Bab brought the bottle and, at the captain's 
order, poured out a dram. When three gener- 
ous drinks were working in the giant's system, 
he brightened and became quite jovial. 

"You're from Dublin, aren't you, sir?" asked 
Bab somewhat timorously. 

"Yes. Whadda yer want to know for?" 

"Why, I was in a transport with a captain 
from that city. His name wajs Hugh 
McNulty." 

"What, Hugh McNulty 1 Is he ahve? Is he 
well?" 

"Yes, sir, he was alive and quite well a few 
months back, although he'd had two ships tor- 
pedoed from under him." 

"Brave old Hughl Sonny, me handl Me 
'n' you's going to be friends — you sailed with 
me old chum Hug'h McNulty 1 

"Why, do you know we grew up together 
and we looked so much alike they called us 'the 
Siamese Twins.' I want to know — you sailed 
with Hugh McNulty!" 

Ten o'clock found the boys, under directions 
of Mr. Williams and Mr. Close, the second 
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mate, singling up. Soon after the tug came 
and the huge ship was towed out a half mile 
from shore and anchored. At eleven, the tug 
came again with a roaring mob of drunken and 
half drunken sailors. Those who could walk 
stepped aboard, but many were dumped over 
the rail, like their canvajs bags, and were rolled 
into the forecastle by their fellows. Captain 
and Mrs. Mullen then came out of the tug's 
pilot house and after they were helped aboard 
by the mates, Bab spied Mr. Bergman. 

"Glad to see you," cried the grateful boy. 
"It's awfully good of you to come and see 
me off." 

"Forget it, son. But you're going to have 
all the wind you want. There's a sou' west gale, 
outside, 'n' the glass is falling." 

Bab and Mr. Bergman had walked forward, 
for the boy left the af terquarters tidy and knew 
he would not be needed for a while, when Cap- 
tain Mullen made his appearance and bellowed 
to the tug's skipper: 

"Steam in 'n' get them boxes 'n' cases ad- 
dressed to me. Bear a hand about it." 

The tug left and the captain strode forward 
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to the forecastle, looked in and, picking out the 
ablest looking of the sailors, beckoned, 

"Come out here." 

A strapping young fellow of twenty-one or 
two stepped out. 

Biff — bang! He landed between the spare 
spar and the bulwarks. When he got on his 
feet, he glared angrily at the captain. He 
squared oflF but was sent again into the scup- 
pers. Again he ralUed and was knocked 
sprawling along the deck. He never stopped, 
but vaulted the rail and struck out hand over 
hand for shore. 

"Anyone else want to find out who's master 
o* this wagon?" The skipper stuck his head 
inside as he asked this question. 

"I thinks as 'ow she's goin' to be a red 'ot 
packet 1" came from a middle aged seaman 
named Crawford. 

" Yer do, do yer ? Then I may's well give yer 
a taste, tool'* 

The captain darted into the forecastle, but 
Crawford left by the door on the other side and 
ran aft with the irate skipper in hot pursuit. 
Both had been drinking but neither man was 
badly intoxicated. The long legs of the skip- 
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per were fast proving too much for Crawford, 
so, after a few round trips of the deck, the 
sailor took to the mizzen rigging and clam- 
bered aloft. 

The skipper hesitated for a brief moment. 
Then spying a piece of ratline stuff, a half 
fathom in length, up he went and overtook 
Crawford as he climbed the futtock shrouds. 
He let the sailor have it "good and plenty." 
Now they were both in the top and the captain 
never slackened imtil Crawford begged on his 
knees for mercy. 

While this was going on Bab heard Mr. Wil- 
liams say, 

"Do you call that the dignified act of a ship- 
master, Mr. Close, or is it the drunken act of a 
brawler?" 

The skipper came down and stormed for- 
ward again and asked who else wished trouble. 
Finding them all subdued, he stopped at the 
galley. Peering in over the half door to that 
apartment, he bellowed, 

"Turn to 'n* scrub this place out." 

The new cook, a short, fat Hollander with 
a stubbed gray beard, answered, 

"I shust finished scrubbing it out, sir." 
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"None o' your back talk — turn to 'n' scrub 
it out, you old slush-pot, or I'll climb into that 
galley 'n' kick the ding-blasted daylight out 
o' yerl" 

The carpenter's shop came next and Bab and 
Bergman, peeking in through a port, expected 
to see a repetition of the skipper's tactics. 
Nothing belligerent happened. On the con- 
trary, the captain sat on a chopping-block, 
fanned his face with his immense, broad- 
brimmed, Quaker hat and burst out laughing. 

"See how I fix 'em, Chips?" 

Chips, a good natured old native of Finland, 
answered, 

"Yaw, Ah see it, sir." 

"I always start a voyage this way. I show 
'em who's in charge at the beginning." 

The tug having arrived, the captain came out 
to see his boxes safely aboard. Then he 
ordered, 

"Mr. Williams, heave short." 

The mate mustered those who were sober 
enough, who, with the crew from the tug, took 
hand-spikes and began walking around the 
capstan. 

The cable did not seem to come in fast 
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enough to suit the skipper, so he strolled for- 
ward and spied Mr. Bergman for the first time, 
apparently. 

The man was standing just under the after- 
edge of the forecastle-head abreast of the lamp- 
room door. Not wishing to compromise Bab, 
he held out his hand in farewell when the skip- 
per said, pleasantly, 

"Up on top, there, and help *em, me man." 
Then, glaring at him, he bellowed, "I know 
you, now. You're the ding-blasted crimp who 
got to wind'ard o' me in New York. I'll square 
yards with your 

With these words the giant let drive straight 
at Bergman's temples. The man fell into the 
lamp room. The skipper slamjned and locked 
the door. 

"Now then, yuse fellers, at the capstan," he 
bawled, "sing something, can't yers?" 

There was a feeble attempt when the cap- 
tain ordered, 

"Boy, bring the bottle and a tumbler." 

This livened things and the windlass began 
its "clang, clang, clang," while a little old fellow 
in rags and tatters chanted, shrilly, 
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" Sally Brown of New York City, 
Heigh-ho roll and go. 
Of pretty Sal this is a ditty, 
Spent my money on Sally Brown." 

After all the verses of this classic were used 
up, a man who was ostensibly middle-aged, 
opened a mouth, under a suspiciously black 
mustache, and emitted, "Along the Plains of 
Mexico." 

The anchor was soon fished and catted and 
the Rangoon, tautening on her hawser, followed 
the tug toward the Golden Gate. 

Alcatraz glistened in the noon-time sun, 
which managed for an occasional moment to 
steal through the fast gathering storm-clouds. 
And the Presidio slipped by to port as they 
glided down the bay. 

Now the gate was passed and the captain 
ordering all the stay-sails set, went below again 
and again to his bottle. 

The lift of the deck planks imder his feet 
seemed good to Bab and he helped gaily in the 
mad hulla-ba-loo of sheeting home and hoisting 
topsails. 

It was hard work and the boy skipped into 
the pantry for a drink of water just in time to 
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see the skipper knock the steward sprawlmg 
across the saloon table. 

"Stop, Jackl" remonstrated Mrs. Mullen. 

"I'm nmning this packet," an^swered her 
husband. 

The tug was tooting for a signal to let go as 
the skipper and the boy went out the passage. 

"You haven't forgotten Mr. Bergman, sir, 
have you?" 

"No," was the grinning answer as he 
knuckled the boy in the ribs with alcoholic 
mirth. He's in the lamp-locker and — By 
James, he'll make a fine lamp trimmer." 

"I thought Chips always did that, sir." 

" 'Different ships, different long-splices,' 
sonny. "The tug went rolling by as they went 
on deck and they could see the steam but could 
barely hear her three blasts of farewell. The 
ship went plunging into the long swells while a 
torrent came pouring through her hawse-pipes. 

"Better have Chips plug those pipes, sir?" 

"No, Mr. Williams, have him lend a hand 
with the men. Keep right on making sail." 

"You're not going to set anything more, are 
you?" 

"Sure, you spineless, red-headed, old swab. 
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Give her the courses, the 'gallants, the royals 1" 

Mr. Williams groaned but went his unwill- 
ing way, where with less than half his crew, and 
they muddled and besotted from days and days 
of riotous living, he set sail upon sail until the 
Rangoon listed to the blast and drove madly 
into it. 

As the afternoon wore on, the clouds took on 
a greasy, leaden, darkness. Point Reyes was 
long since a mere blur over the stem. They 
raced along a lee shore with small whales for 
companions. The shrieks of the gulls that flew 
all about seemed ominous. 

Bab took his tea in the half-deck, for he 
wished to know what the other boys thought 
of it. 

"It's no a slow passage auld Jock'll be mak- 
in'," opined McCracken. "If yon boxes hold 
oot, he's a' richt. D'ye no mind the time when 
auld Harbor Master Reiberg at Gothenburg 
sent a dozen cases o' schnaaps along wi' yon 
fat son, wha'd be a sailor laddie, and three 
boxes o' wine, forbye? Aha's the sailing we did 
the trip — seventeen days to the line 'n' auld 
Jock ow'er fu' a' the way." 

"Ay," added Fell, "and only a 'undred d'ys 
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to Port Phillip 'Eads. But let *im run out of 
'is spirits, as 'e did last passage, 'n' 'e's as timid 
ajs a rabbit in 'is bloomin' 'utch." 

"He's a' richt, if he got enou' whuskey," 
McCracken declared, decisively. 

It was pitch dark when Bab went on deck 
agaui. The gale was lashing itself with in- 
creasing fury. The anxious-eyed old mate 
stood on the poop with an arm around a back- 
stay to keep from being blown away ; while aft, 
near the wheel, stood the giant skipper with 
feet braced well apart, the broad-brimmed hat 
for some mysterious reason staying on his head. 
He looked a veritable demon. The idea struck 
Bab that he represented the god, or rather the 
devil, of storm and danger. 

"Shan't we haul up the cro'j'k 'n' main-s'l, 
sir?" Mr. Williams asked as he picked his way 
to the captain's side. "And take in the royals 
and t 'gallants?" he added, as he apparently met 
with no opposition. 

His answer was a knuckle that landed imder 
his left eye. 

The mate was staggered but worked his way 
back to his former position of safety. 

The captain's foot-hold grew less secure. By 
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the time the large bell forward clanged its deep- 
throated peel twice, in the first watch, and the 
wind-carried voice sing-songed, "lights are 
burning bright, sir," the commander was maud- 
linly drmik. 

"Poor auld Rangoon f' muttered Muir. "It's 
muckle wind 'n' sea I Ve seen ye tak' before the 
noo ; but if auld mon Jock will na snug ye doon 
a wee, it's the long cruise for us I'm thinking." 

The boys were huddled in the half -deck all 
rigged out in sea-boots and oil clothes "handy 
for a call." 

"I'm no a sea-lawyer," offered McCracken, 
"but if I were yon auld Ginger Williams, it's 
a wee bit risk I'd tak' ; I'd let the advice, Bab, 
of your late auld Yankee-Scot gaid me. 'Twas 
guid auld Andy wha said : 'Disobey orders and 
save owners.' " 

Outside, conditions were getting worse. The 
skipper no longer dared to show his immensely 
hatted head outside the companionway. The 
huge fabric strained and groaned. The gale 
whistled, shrieked through the rigging. And, 
as if in mockery of the ship-load of valuable 
cargo and human souls, the moon showed for a 
moment through a cloud-rift. 
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With one common impulse the boys left the 
half-^eck. They seemed to think it were bet- 
ter, if they had to go, to not be penned in like 
rats in a trap. They watched their chance on 
the waist-deep deck. They gained the poop in 
safety. 

Up went the noble ship's bows. Up as 
though climbing a momitain of seething, howl- 
ing, water. Not a sail had split nor a rope-yam 
so much as started. All were of the newest 
and strongest texture. 

Aft, with a demoniac grin, leered that whis- 
key-crazed face with chin on the companion 
slide. 

Down, down the long valley, in utter black- 
ness she rushed. Now there was a crash, as of 
thunder. The sea broke over the starboard 
bow. It engulfed her. The bow-sprit, the 
forecastle-head, the ship, clear to the main- 
mast, was under! 

"My God," groaned Mr. Williams, "it's her 
death plunge!" 
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QuEEE Ideas of Gbatitude 

William Haskin sat in his luxurious office in 
Boston. Real Estate and Investments was 
smartly gilded on the door. In fact the name 
William Haskin was synonymous in that city, 
for all that was luxurious, smart and up to 
date. Nevertheless, there was a troubled look 
in the financier's formerly keen-eyed glance. 

"Yes," he muttered to himself, as he drummed 
with a paper cutter, abstractedly, "the poet was 
right when he said: *Joys have three stages. 
Hoping, Having, and Had,' and the truest 
thnig in his verses is: *The heart of Having is 
sad.' " 

"Now, father," Haskin junior breezed in, 
"I've come to get right down to brass tacks I" 

"Tut-tut-tut, my son. Close that door and- 
er-please refrain from such -er-a-common 
expressions." 

"Common be hanged I What I want to know 
4s : How do we stand, financially? It's my pri- 
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vate opinion that we ought to have stayed in 
fish." 

"Winslow, I am shocked! Why, you show 
about as much gratitude as that young cousin 
of yours. While we were trying every avenue 
of approach, to mingle with the right set, Bab- 
son, as you know, haunted ship-yards, wharves 
and vessels. He seemed possessed to keep our 
family name connected with fish." 

"Well, you got the court to knock the s off 
of ours," sneeringly. 

"I did. And I'm now in a business that, had 
this unfortimate war not taken place, would 
have made us one of the wealthiest families on 
Beacon Hill." 

"But my question: Howdo we stand? You 
forget that not only were you appointed 
attorney for Uncle Tom, and trustee for Bab, 
and for half the widows and orphans of Cape 
Ann, but you have managed, or mismanaged, 
the fortune that grandfather left me. He was 
a Haskins. He made his money in fishr 

"I have no doubt, Winslow, but what if we 
exercise a little patience, our investments will 
turn out all right. I might say, I feel quite 
optimistic in regard to them." 
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"Now, father, what's the use in talking like 
that. You know, in your own heart and soul, 
that the very vessel property that you and I 
laughed at — Uncle Tom's and Bab's, I mean 
— has doubled and tripled — yes and quad- 
rupled. While ours, you've mortgaged sky- 
high. Am I not right? Practically, we're not 
worth a cent." 

"ButWinslow— '^ 

"Pardon me, sir, I'm not through. I hate 
to have to talk like this to my own father, but 
it's my duty to myself to try and save what 
belongs to me. 

"Now, sir, I've just been glancing at that 
note on your desk. I couldn't help reading it. 
It seemed to invite my attention. And it 
proves what I've suspected for a long time: 
You're patronizing bucket shops! You're 
dabbling in margins!" 

William Haskin bowed his head on his desk. 
He seemed to age years in a few moments. 
When his emotion had been overcome a little, 
he said, brokenly, 

"What can I do that will satisfy you?" 

"Why, it's easy enough — Bab and his father 
are both away indefinitely. You know that 
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when Uncle Tom lost Auntie he said he'd never 
care to see New England again? Well, he's 
disposed of. Bab is somewhat of a proposi- 
tion. But we can contrive something that will 
keep him from returning, or joining his father, 
while you juggle, or transfer, so that I get my 
inheritance back in vessel property." 

"But that wouldn't be honest." 

"As honest as living on other people's 
money; yes, and gambling with it." 

The old gentleman was thoroughly broken, 
now. He managed to ask, apprehensively, 

"Do you think Babson suspects anything?" 

"I'm sure of it. He's a deep one, he is. And 
he's just like his father. He doesn't care so 
much about the money part of it — it's the 
crookedness. I overheard him tell one of his 
sea-faring friends, that our fortune was totter- 
ing and that he had proof that we'd been living 
for a year on the proceeds of your selling the 
Lottie Powers. Now, the Powers belonged to 
Uncle Tom Haskins." 

"We must keep Babson from seeing or cor- 
responding with his father." 

"Well, he's in just the right place to get in 
touch with him, now. I know that he's in San 
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Francisco, for John Frame, the old ship- 
builder, got a letter from him the other day, 
and the migrateful cub never even mentioned 
us in the whole ten pages. I wish you'd tell me 
how we can keep father and son apart when 
they are so attached to each other?" 

"I have adopted methods, Winslow, which I 
think will effectually prevent their meeting." 



83 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



CHAPTER V 

Aftee the Gale 

When the Rangoon was apparently lunging 
toward the ocean's bottom, her immense size, 
and momentum, aided by her perfect model, 
shot her to the end of the long, dark, valley. 
Slowly, very slowly, her head lifted till the jibs 
were out of the water. 

Came a shudder, as though she were a senti- 
ent thing. Then, as she climbed the next long, 
raging mountain, aft swept the deluge with 
fully half of it spilling over to leeward, and 
splitting the main-sail with its weight. 

Missing the evil face in the companionway, 
Bab managed to crawl there and look down. 
The skipper lay in a heap at the foot of the 
stairs. The boy raised the head; its owner 
mumbled, incoherently, 

"Mashter — shish — packet. Shilly old red- 
head. I'm zunk — zunk 's hell." 

Seeing that the skipper was indeed dead 
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drunk, Bab stopped only long enough to ask 
Tipperary how Mrs. Mullen was. 

"She took to her bunk long ago," he an- 
swered, "both from fright and from a blow 
that brute gave her — bad cess to him. She 
merely asked him to go slower on the bottle." 

Bab rushed up and fairly yelled, 

"He's dead to the world, Mr. Williams. 
He'll hear nothing till morning." 

Fortunately there was a slight lull and the 
old mate called out, in his Welsh accent, 

"Stand by all the royal halliardses — let go!" 

Top gallants came next, then the cross- jack 
and what was left of the main-sail were hauled 
up. By eight belLs the ship was clawing off, 
nobly, under fore-top-mast stay-sail, reefed 
fore-sail, three lower top-sails, and reefed main 
upper top-sail. 

With the coming of dawn, the gale increased 
in force; but the ship was snugged down and 
tearing along like a race horse. Life lines were 
stretched fore and aft. Chips managed to stop 
most of the inrush of water through the hawse- 
pipes. When the wheel was relieved, it was 
found that the little old man, who sang the 
chantey while heaving up, was missing. 
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"Washed to a happier world, perhaps," pro- 
nounced Mr. Williams. "At any rate, he stuck 
to his post at lookout. He was a sailor/^ 

There was a gloom about the ship that lasted 
quite some time. There always is on the ocean 
when such things happen. But there was work 
to be done to clear the fouled up duffle, and 
perhaps it was well that it was so for the men 
were a dispirited lot and work would keep their 
minds from brewing trouble. 

The captain was a sorry looking sight when 
he woke up, and Bab had to bring the bottle 
four times before he would even think of wash- 
ing or of breakfast. At nine, he went on deck, 
gazed around swollen-eyed, then, noticing how 
snugly the ship was tearing along through the 
angry ocean, he nodded to the mate and 
remarked, 

"Nothing like knowing when to snug her 
down. I'm a great hand to carry on — so I 
am; but then, I always know the limit." 

After this egotistical speech, as it was too 
overcast to take an observation, he idled below 
taking an occasional dram from his never fail- 
ing bottle. 

Bab had been told by the other boys that the 
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captain was usually good natured forenoons, 
so he ventured, as the skipper grew mellow, 

"How about Bergman, sir — the man whom 
you shoved into the lamp-locker? I'd like to 
get some oil." 

"Oh, ay. Think he'll make a good lamp 
trimmer, sonny? Well fetch him aft. Here's 
the key." 

Bergman, half starved, and shivering with 
cold, from his long imprisonment in the steel 
cage, went aft with misgivings. He was dumb- 
founded when the skipper grinned and said, 

"Have a drink. Boy, pass the bottle." 
Then, after the man had drunk, "I'm after tell- 
ing the lad, here, that I'd make you lamp trim- 
mer; but that was a bit of foohng. I'm a devil 
for carrying on and me old sails need a deal o' 
patching. I know all about you — you're a 
good sail-maker. Turn to, after the lad gives 
you some breakfast. You're signed on, see, as 
sail-maker." 

"But I never signed on. You shanghaied — " 

"Tut — Me 'n' you might as well be friends. 
You signed on, only you were intoxicated." 

The skipper was so pleased with his own wit 
that he swallowed two drinks in succession. 
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Bergman was too wise to take other than a 
philosophical view of the matter; so he lost no 
time in getting to his room where Bab brought 
him a petty officer's breakfast, 

"Well, Bab," he remarked, as he topped off 
with bread and marmalade, "it looks as if what 
I said in 'Frisco had come true, doesn't it? You 
remember I said, 'I've half a mind to sign on in 
her myself,' and here I am." 

As noontime approached it brightened a 
httle. There was an occasional rift in the 
leaden sky, for the wind was hauling. Sud- 
denly the sun burst through and the captain 
with sextant in hand took an observation. Be- 
fore the wheel was relieved, the yards were 
checked in a little. 

By mid-afternoon, came the order. "Square 
the cro'-j'k-yard," and the Rangoon went roll- 
ing rails under in the old sea, while sail upon 
sail was hoisted to the slightly lessening breeze. 
At eight bells, the mate auctioned the lost man's 
scant belongings. This is always done 
promptly after one of the crew dies at sea. 

"A gre't mon he is for makin' a fair wind o' 
't," commented McCracken in the half -deck. 

"Ay, 'n' the lucky one, as well," added the 
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Liverpool boy. "Do you mind the passage we 
made from Newcastle — Thirty-two d'ys to 
Iquique 'n' the old man barely able to 'old 'is 
sextant by noontime each d'y? The Falls o' 
Dee left three d'ys a'ead of us, Bab, 'n' it took 
'er thirty-'ight d'ys going the straight route. 
But the Wild Irishman 'eaded w'y down south 
o' New Zealand into bad weather 'n' we never 
'ad the royals off 'er — we 'ad a fair wind the 
'ole w'y." 

"If the whuskey lasts," contributed Muir, 
" 'n' the auld woman does na pour it until the 
seai we'll soon be eating the wee bananas and 
jack-apples at Pitcaim Island." 

"Do you always stop there for fruit?" Bab 
asked. 

"Nearly alw'ys," answered Fell. "You see 
the drink's the only out about our skipper. 
When 'is 'old is washed clean of spirits, 'e 's a 
polished gentleman. 'E feeds 'is men, though, 
drunk or sober; and that 's one of the secrets of 
'is fast passages." 

No fault could be found with the rapidity of 
the passage, so far, and the days came and went 
with nothing more eventful than the sound 
thrashing to which the drunken captain daily 
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submitted the steward. That worthy, however, 
spent his spare time surreptitiously reading 
everything he could smuggle into the pantry 
relating to maritime law. 

Although Bab was not attracted to Berg- 
man, and simply could not like the man, still, 
to a certain extent, he considered him his bene- 
factor; so he often dropped into the petty 
officer's room, in the forward house, and spent 
the second dog-watch listening to the spinning 
of yams. 

One night, when about two weeks out, Berg- 
man happened to allude to Bab's being a duti- 
ful son on the way to find his father in Eng- 
land. Whereupon, Jackson, the boatswain, 
declared, 

"Tom Haskins didn't go in no square-rigger 
atalll" 

"He did too I" flashed Bergman, angrily. "I 
saw him I" 

"What? How is it? What do you mean, 
bo's'n?" Bab asked, excitedly. 

"It means," replied the boatswain, calmly, 
and steadily, "that either me or him ought to 
be called by a short and ugly name!" 
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"Which one of us do you believe?'' Bergman 
asked, in an ingratiating manner. 

Bab, looking at the crafty httle eyes, and 
comparing the general facial get-up of the man 
with the bluff and open countenance of the 
boatswain, remained silent. The boatswain 
brought his fist down on the sea-chest, on which 
he was sitting, with a whack that threatened to 
burst it and bellowed, 

"Tom Haskins, and his schooner, are not 
many hundreds of miles from us now! This 
'ere trade- wind, that's bowling us along, '11 take 
us amongst the eastern islands of the South 
Seas. Somewhere in them seas, your dad is 
cruising. He told me, three months ago, when 
he quit sealing up in the Aleutians, that with 
the war over, there'd be a fortune trading down 
there, and that's where he'd go." 

The boy filled with doubts, fearing that he 
might be taking a fifteen thousand mile trip 
that would be of no avail, soon went to his room 
and turned in dismayed. 

Bergman, however, in the days that followed, 
managed to revive in him a spark of hope, for 
he would often suggest, 

"The bo's'n's honest and truthful enough, 
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but couldn't he have made a mistake? Why, 
there may be a half dozen skippers named Tom 
Haskins, in the world, and I myself know of 
three or four vessels named Challenger/^ 

The routine of the large square-rigger inter- 
ested Bab, and the slop-chest furnished excite- 
ment, too. The first Saturday night out the 
captain was unfit to conduct it, but on the sec- 
ond, he contrived to remain merely in a quarrel- 
some state all the afternoon. 

Five bells had gone in the second dog-watch, 
the saloon table was covered with wearing ap- 
parel, soap, matches, and tobacco, and seated 
before it all, entry book before him, sat the 
commander in half drunken state. 

"Emma, bring the bottle/' He glared as his 
eyes took in the empty one in the swinging tray. 

The sad-eyed woman hastened to obey and 
when she came back from the storeroom, the 
captain, who had meantime been wrangling 
with the steward over the tagging of some oil- 
skins, grabbed the empty bottle from the rack, 
and, using it for a club, smashed it suddenly 
on the steward's head. 

"I'll get even wid yer when we reach home I" 
threatened the enraged young man, as he wiped 
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the blood from a cut over an eye and an ear. 
"Paragraph five, of section three, page three 
hundred and seventeen — Revised Merchant 
Shipping Act — '11 fix you all right, I think 1" 

"Humph 1 Regular sea-advocate, ain't you?" 
sneered the commander. 

"You'll find, some day, I'm quite advocate 
enough for youl" 

Further hostilities were prevented by a troop 
of sailors, who waited, each with hat in hand, at 
the saloon door. They were served in turn and 
their purchases were charged to their wage 
accounts. 

As the Rangoon bowled merrily along down 
the trade-wind, the skipper drank heavier and 
heavier. Noontimes found him with difficulty 
bracing himself for his sights. It was no secret 
that his good wife worked up these observa- 
tions; otherwise, there is no knowing what 
might have befallen the ship; for the captain 
would not allow either of the mates to take a 
sight. 

The best of luck attended crossing the equa- 
tor with no winds that were absolutely ahead. 
Soon the South Seas were reached and all 
hands were talking of nothing but fruit. 
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Old garments, pocket-knives, combs, hand- 
mirrors, anything and everything was dug out 
of bag and chest, and placed within reach for 
barter with the natives of Pitcaim Island. 
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DucEE Reef 

At length came the day when the skipper 
confided, 

"Bab, me boy, I expect you'll be stufiing 
yourself with fruit, before long. I don't like 
the looks of the weather, so I don't, still, I'm 
in hopes to be hove to off Pitcairn some time 
tonight." 

The trades were fitful and squally, and 
although it was a beautiful tropical morning, 
with flying-fish racing parallel to the ship over 
the indigo-tinted sea, an ominous greasiness 
showed in the western sky while the usually 
reliable wind flattened out. 

One, two, three, then, after an interval, four 
and five huge water-spouts twisted their spiral 
shapes heavenward far over at the west, and as 
they increased in numbers, each newcomer rose 
nearer and nearer to the ship. 

The large square sails now hung, for the 
most part, against the m.asts. The sim, when 
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it shone for a moment through the fast gather- 
ing gloom, was scorching hot. All hands, save 
the captain, were filled with a premonition of 
impending danger — an indefinable dread. 

The man who above all else should have kept 
clear-headed, proceeded to see how quickly he 
could incapacitate himself. He had drunk so 
much Scotch whiskey, by seven bells that he 
exclaimed, with disgust, 

"Boy — hie — Emma — bring ze Aromatic 
Schiedam Schnaaps — hie — 'n' some — hie — 
sherry wine. It's — hie — sick 'n' tired of me- 
self, I am — hie — drinking zish Scosh. I'm 
going to — hie — try zish mishture." 

After drinking the contents of a water glass, 
filled to the brim, with this concoction, the skip- 
per shufiled out onto the main deck. Both 
watches were standing near the after-end of 
the forward house. They waited to see if he 
had come out to order the shortening of sail; 
but that was not his intent. 

It was evident the skipper was bent on 
trouble, for he went to the mizzen fife-rail, looked 
the coiled braces over, that himg on their pins, 
and finding one from whose end the whipping 
had worked off, he tiuned on Mr. Williams, 
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who happened to be passing, and landed him a 
blow on the head that sent the aged man reehng 
against the bulwarks. 

"The more shame to yer !" It was Tipperary 
who spoke. 

"What?" bellowed his cornitryman, thor- 
oughly infuriated. "Take zish!" With that 
he aimed at the steward so unexpectedly that 
it staggered the yoimg man for a moment. 
Then he rallied. 

"Smajsh," again went the giant mariner's fist, 
but the nimble steward side-stepped. "Smash," 
again with the siame result, when to the sur- 
prise of all hands, who had for a long time 
thought the steward yellow, the young fellow 
let drive holding his hands hke a trained boxer, 
and rained blow on blow all over the skipper's 
face and body. He ended with a knock-out 
hook under the chin. 

The devoted but sad-eyed wife, who had been 
an unwilling witness of the last half of this 
battle, helped the second mate and Bab drag 
her vanquished husband into the saloon. They 
gave him aromatic spirits of ammonia and 
bathed his head. 

Thinking that the skipper would not trouble 
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him for the present, Mr. Williams had the 
cross- jack and main-sail hauled up, and was 
taking in the royals when the "heigh-hoing" 
of the sailors, as they hauled on clew and bunt- 
lines, brought the inebriate on deck again. 

"H'ist them r'yalsl" he roared plainly 
enough, for the hiccoughs had been startled 
from him by the thrashing the steward had 
given. "D' yer think I'm afraid of a little 
tropical zephyr, yer white-livered, red-headed, 
old swab. Drop them courses again. I want 
to make a passage." 

The men, reluctant and sullen, soldiered at 
the job; and the skipper fumed, swore, kicked 
and struck at the mate to hasten matters. It 
was past noontime when the skipper saw that 
these jobs were done; but it did not matter, 
for there had been no sun for an observation. 

One by one the water-spouts had burst but 
far enough away to offer no danger. The wind 
had disappeared entirely and an uncanny still- 
ness was in the air. Darker and darker it be- 
came each hour, and at eight bells in the after- 
noon the binnacle and side-lights were lighted. 
At two bells — five o'clock — the hurricane 
burst. 
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"Stand by all royal 'n't'gallant halliardsesl'* 
shouted the mate, ajs he ordered the ship put 
before the wind. 

"Hands off them halliards, or I'll shoot 1 
I'm Jack Mullen, the *Wild Irishman,' I'd 
have yers know. If yers haven't found that 
out, I'll show yers." The skipper had taken a 
nap and had reliquored up. "Keep her just as 
she heads, you old duffer, for I find by me 
reckoning we've run by the island. With this 
wind, we sh'U get in the island's lee by mid- 
night." 

Rolling rails under main, deck awash with 
phosphorescent foam, the Rangoon tore on 
through the inky darkness. Lightning played 
through the rigging, glanced down the steel 
wire back-stays, lit up momentarily the wild 
scene — a demon braced with legs spread 
apart, a broad-brimmed hat kept by some 
magic on his head, who seemed during the 
flashes to Bab, like the god of drink driving a 
fine ship and her crew to doom. 

Royals, top gallants, cross- jack and main-sail 
blew to ribbons with a noise that could be heard 
above the tumult of the tropical storm. While 
with ten-minute intervals between trips to his 
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bottle, the skipper stood near the wheel yelling 
in drunken glee, 

"Drive her, dam' yer, Mr. Williams; dam' 
yer soul, drive her! By all the little fishes, see 
her go!" 

The mate managed easily in the darkness to 
send for his most trustworthy man. "We're 
not sure of our position," said he, "and there are 
three other islands at this end of the group, 
with two of them low and dangerous. So go 
you on lookout and keep your eyes peeled." 

Eight bells found the Rangoon still tearing 
madly on. Jumper braces had been rigged 
from the ends of her lower yards to the rail. 
The hurricane was increasing in force. 

"Split" went the mizzen upper top-sail just 
as a gigantic comber broke over the taff-rail. 
It washed the two men at the wheel away. The 
skipper was saved by his bottle for he was just 
regaining the deck from a trip to the swinging 
tray. 

Mr. Williams and Bab grabbed the wheel in 
time to prevent broaching to, while the skipper 
bawled for two strong hands to come after. 

As the mate and Bab passed the captain, 
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near the companionway, the former suggested, 
respectfully, 

"Hadn't we better snug her down, sirV* 

A blow shot out for reply, which, if it had 
hit him fairly might have ended the aged 
mate's career then. Bab was tossed by a roll of 
the ship between the two men. The blow struck 
him glancingly on the temples. He fell down 
the stairs and lay senseless on the saloon floor. 

Comber after comber now broke over the 
stern. The hghtning lit up around them a 
yeasty foam. The men at the wheel had lashed 
themselves to then* post. The skipper put an 
arm around the mizzen royal back-stay, where 
he proceeded to imcork the bottle which he had 
this time brought on deck. 

"Giu*gle, gurgle, gurgle" went the fiery 
liquor down the demon's throat, just as with a 
crash and the whole ocean engulfing them from 
astern, the ship piled herself clear to amidships 
on a jagged reef. 
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Bab Plays Crusoe 

When Bab regained consciousness, his first 
impression was that a deluge was pouring on 
him from overhead. It grew worse and he was 
being washed along the floor that now pitched 
downward steeply toward the passage that led 
to the main deck. 

Grabbing the grill work of the open fire- 
place, as the torrent rushed him near it, he 
managed to stay his onward rush. He was 
weak and it took all his strength. 

As he nerved himself for a supreme effort to 
work closer to one side, he saw the captain's 
wife totter from her room, give a terrified 
glance at the water-filled companionway, then 
dart, shrieking and wringing her hands to and 
fro about the saloon. 

"Cling on to something or other," the boy 
yelled, but the woman did not heed him. 

The grinding and crunching of steel plates 
he heard plainly from down in the run, even 
above the howling of the tempest. The whole 
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structure writhed and twisted as thougii alive. 
The woman was thrown off her feet. The re- 
lentless flood swept her through the passage. 

Bab squirmed along the floor, close to the 
paneled walls, to a point abaft the stairway. 
He ripped off his suspenders and lashed him- 
self to the carved mahogany arm of a velvet- 
covered sofa. 

He lay for three hours thus, expecting each 
moment to be his last, when, quite suddenly, 
the torrent stopped pouring. 

The boy cautiously climbed the stairs, started 
to peer out; but he thought his head would be 
blown away. The wind had veered fully three 
points and was blowing as hard as ever but 
from its changed direction the sea struck now 
on the starboard quarter. 

Overhead, the stars twinkled through the 
feathery, filmy cloud-rifts; and now and then 
the moon appeared. The height of the hiuri- 
cane was over. 

Spent with toil, excitement and suffering, 
Bab painfully dragged himself below and 
turned into his bunk "all standing." The de- 
mands of nature held sway. He slept for 
hours, untroubled. 
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It was nine in the forenoon when he awoke, 
stretched himself, noticed the down pitch of 
everything, and reflected, 

"Where am I ? Oh, yes." Then he rushed to 
the end of the passage. 

A great open gap, surging and seething with 
angry waters, and scattered with jagged rocks, 
gnarled and twisted frames, beams, plates and 
stringers, greeted his view. It was all there 
was left of that part of the ship that had been 
its waist, or middle body. Some thirty feet of 
the after-part of the main deck, however, re- 
mained intact, with part of the gallows frame 
on which rested a life-boat. Bab stepped out 
onto this fragment of deck the better to sur- 
vey things forward. 

Away ahead, loomed the forward part of tiie 
ship, seemingly imdamaged, with the fore-mast 
still standing. Her bow appeared to be nestled 
between two pinnacles of coral formation that 
rose from the nearly submerged ring of reef on 
which the ship lay diagonally. Close at hand, 
and paralelling the oval of the reef, was a low 
island that enclosed a lagoon. 

As there was no sign of life on the forward 
end of the wreck, Bab retraced his steps, got 
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the bunch of keys that hung in the captain's 
room, and searched the after quarters. 

Not a living soul could the boy find in any 
of the rooms. On the poop were the fag ends 
of bits of rope with which the men at the wheel 
and the old mate had lashed themselves. The 
wheel box had been swept away from the steer- 
ing gear. The spanker boom himg over the 
port quarter in splinters. 

Glancing toward shore, Bab made out ob- 
jects that filled him with dread. "I'll stow 
away a little breakfast first," he said to himself, 
aloud, "then I sh'U have more heart to size 
things up on that beach through the captain's 
marine glasses." 

Fragrant coffee, made on the tiny alcohol 
stove in the pantry, soon filled the tropical 
morning air. With the relish of youth Bab 
ate a breakfast of fried eggs and bacon topped 
off with cabin biscuits and marmalade. 

"Now for the investigation!" declared the 
boy. 

It needed no glass to identify that square, 
white, o^bject, standing balanced on edge at 
the top of the beach — it was the steel built half - 
deck in which the ship's boys had lived and 
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where Bab had spent many pleasant evenings. 
Those dark forms, however, scattered here and 
there — ^well, the boy had to nerve himself before 
training the glass on them. 

He coimted a dozen bodies lying in all sorts 
of positions, and as the island seemed imin- 
habited, by either hostile or friendly people, he 
decided to try and get ashore to bmy the dead. 
The tropical heat would soon decompose them. 

"Why can't I lower that life-boat, each end a 
little at a time?" thought Bab. "All is, though, 
I can never hoist her out of the chocks. I sh'U 
have to knock 'em out from imder her." 

With an old axe from the storeroom, this was 
soon accomplished, the davits swung out, the 
boat lowered, and the nimble boy in her, before 
the strong undertow could draw her away. 

Bab rowed standing up and facing the bow. 
He guided the clumsy, high-sided boat clear of 
the reef to a point imder the ship's bow, when, 
as the boat was lifted high in the air on the 
surging billows, he made a leap for the bob- 
stay with the painter made fast aroimd his 
waist. 

Safe on deck, and the long painter hitched to 
the cat-head, he made for the boatswain's locker 
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under the forecastle head, for crowbar and 
shovel. Getting these, he slammed the steel 
door together with a bang and was surprised 
by: 

"Heigh, there — on deck — let me out of 
this lamp locker, will you?" 

Bab opened the door exactly as he had done 
the first morning at sea. Out stepped the same 
person. 

"Bergman, I'll be blowed! This isn't ex- 
actly foot prints in the sand but it looks as if 
you were my man Friday 1" 

"Bab, by all that's wonderful!" 

The man took the whole situation in at a 
glance as he stepped out and said, 

"That locker shanghaied me once, but it saved 
my life this time. I stepped in to arrange my 
belt, just before we struck; the door slammed 
to and here I am. Anyone else, besides us?" 

"Not aft, at any rate. But let's look in at the 
forward deck house." 

A thorough search proved what Bab had 
surmised : they were the only ones living of the 
ship's company. 

After Bergman had prepared and eaten 
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some breakfast in the galley, they hastened 
ashore to bury the bodies. 

"Let's go at this thing right," suggested Bab. 
It's too hot to dig, just now, so let's run a line 
froim. the ship's winch up to a lead block that 
we can lash to one of those low trees aibove the 
banking. After a large enough hole has been 
dug, we can put each corpse on a hatch, hitch 
the line to it, and the donkey engine, out on 
board, will haul the load to a common grave. 
Owing to the heat, we sha'n't have time to dig 
a separate grave for each body." 

"Right — o, my lad. You've the right idea 
of it. You hitch on and give the signals and 
I'll run the engine." 

By the time the line was rigged, and Berg- 
man had the engine and boiler overhauled, it 
was too hot for further work. They rowed to 
the stern of the wreck, had a light and cooling 
limcheon, from small stores, and by common 
inclination dropped off to sleep. 

After the siesta, it was somewhat cooler and 
by the time the short tropical twilight came, 
the hole was dug. By ten, next morning, Bab 
had read the service for the dead, the hole had 
been filled, and marked by tiny wooden crosses. 
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Building the Sloop 

It was decided to leave the winch line rigged 
for the present, and the half -deck was tipped 
into an upright position by its use. Noontime 
brought another uncooked luncheon, out on the 
wreck, followed by a siesta. 

When Bergman woke up, he lit his pipe as 
he lolled in a hammock slung under the poop 
awning, and wondered, 

"Where the deuce are we, anyhow? I've 
sailed through the South Seas a great deal but 
I don't seem to recognize 'this man's island.' " 

"It's Ducie Island, or Ducie Reef, as some 
folks call it," Bab explained. "I took an ob- 
servation, when you were getting the luncheon, 
and I've just worked it up, along with some 
memoranda of the mate's, from which I esti- 
mate the longitude." 

"But there doesn't seem to be any drinking 
water on our island, Bab." 
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"No, according to the captain's directory, 
there is none. Before we use up what's in the 
pantry tank, we ought to see if we can't hoist 
out the two large tanks that lie amidships in the 
mess of reef and wreckage." 

It was a difficult undertaking, but by the 
end of two days of toil, and the use of huge 
three-fold top-sail halliard blocks, through 
which wire hawsers were reeved for tackles, 
the tanks were dragged up the beach until their 
man-holes were dry at high water. 

"Now, then," declared Bab, "we've enough 
water for a good long spell. What do you say, 
Mr. Bergman, about bringing most of the 
stores ashore? Another hurricane might finish 
the wreck completely. We can store them in 
the half-deck." 

"Wise move, sonny. But we probably won't 
be here very long — we're in the track of sail- 
ing vessels boimd to Europe." 

What Bergman said was true yet the days 
came and went with seldom a sail being seen 
and when one was made out it was only a spot 
on the horizon. After a month of this, when 
the novelty of gathering shell-fish, and shoot- 
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ing sea birds had worn off, Bab exclaimed one 
night, as they lay in their hammocks, 

"Gee, Mr. Bergman, I'm through waiting — 
I've an idea! I'm going to blast that wooden 
schooner's hulk, that lies, half buried, around 
the point, with some small charges of dynamite 
that the Wild Irishman used instead of hook 
and line when he wanted to do a little fishing. 

"The timbers are oak, pickled in brine and as 
sound as a nut. I can use them over again and 
build us a 'hooker.' If my father really is in 
these seas we might cruise and find him. 

"For plank, we have that Oregon stuflf that 
we were carrying in the 'tween decks over the 
grain cargo. There are thousands of feet of it 
strewn all along the beach." 

"We never could build a 'hooker' in a blue 
moon," deprecated Bergman. 

^^I certainly can," answered Bab, assertively. 
"I made a study of the ship and boat-building 
game and I've built a good sail-boat already." 

"Well, suit yourself, then." Bergman 
reached for a glass, with lazy indifference, and 
sipped some of the wine that had been the cap- 
tain's. 

Next morning, Bab tacked a chart, face 
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down, on the saloon table, and began drawing 
the lines of a sloop to be fifty feet long, sixteen 
feet beam, and to draw eight feet of water. 
The lad had practiced so much at this sort of 
work that he had his lines finished by night-fall; 
and in two more days, he had the complete set, 
including the construction and arrangement 
plans, and sail plan, as well as the displacement 
and comparative stability all figured. 

"Looks very well on paper," Bergman 
purred, in his cat-like, ingratiating way. "But, 
oh dear, I'd sooner lie imder the awning and 
wait for a passing ship to take us off than to 
broil out in the sun of 'this man's' latitude, hack- 
ing and hewing oak timber." 

^^I sh'll do that. And all of the heavy pieces 
can be handled and put in place by a derrick 
and our line from the ship's steam winch. You 
can leave off making her sails, once in a while, 
to run the engine. Then, too, there won't be 
much hewing. After I rase, or mark, out the 
timbers from my moulds, or patterns, they can 
be shaped on the band-saw that Chips used to 
use in his shop in the forward deck-house." 

"Don't like to discourage you, sonny; so, go 
to it." 
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There was a bland smile of incredulity on 
Bergman's face, which Bab noticed. But, 
nothing daunted, the boy started his task at 
once. 

Out on the portion of main deck that re- 
mained, Bab proceeded to pencil, full size, the 
body plan, or shape of each timber. Then he 
drew the profiles of the bow and the stem as 
far as the midship timber. These, of course, 
over-lapped each other. 

Next, he faired the body curves by a process 
that he called "the contracted method." Then 
he was ready to make moulds, or patterns. 

Old boxes, panels, stray bits of any thin wood 
work were used, and in a day or two — the old 
hulk having been blasted — a keel was floated 
by empty barrels to a point on the beach just 
abreast of the ship. It was here that Bab pro- 
posed to set up his vessel. 

Bergman watched the proceedings and con- 
descended occasionally to lend a hand. But he 
took no stock in the ultimate success of the 
venture. He did, however, sew very steadily 
at the suit of sails he was making from bolts of 
new canvas found in the ship's sail room. He 
worked imder the awning on the poop where 
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he could look right over the low island, and he 
scanned the horizon frequently in hopes of 
sighting a friendly sail. 

In two weeks' time Bab had quite an array 
of timbers standing, but Bergman, for some 
inexplicable reason, did not seem pleased at 
the showing. 

"You'll wear yourself out, lad," he cau- 
tioned. "What'stheuseof all this work? We 
sh'U be on the way to 'Merrie England,' soon, 
for we can easily signal some passing lime- 
juicer. Anjrway we've plenty of stores, and 
I'd rather wait here for months than to work 
as hard as you're doing." 

"What the dickens is the reajson," Bab won- 
dered, "that Bergman is so anxious to be taken 
a;board an eastern boimd vessel ? Can it be pos- 
sible that he knows the bo's'n was right — that 
Dad is in these waters ? If that's the case, what 
reason has he got for trying to keep us from 
meeting?" 

The frame, at length, was in place, and from 
a hollow steelyard, which Bab used for a steam 
box, came the hot 'garboard streak that was 
deftly worked into place with the imwilling 
sail-maker for a helper. Then, streak after 

64 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



Building the Sloop 

streak was added, till just before knocking off 
time, on a day two months later, the boy fin- 
ished fastening his top streak and stood off 
exhausted to view the result of his labor. 
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CHAPTER IX 

Karl^ Eenst, Hermann, Friedrich, 
VON Brachauer 

After supper Bergman turned to at washing 
dishes while Bab paddled ashore for further 
admiration of his vessel. The boy walked along 
the beach imtil he could get a head on view of 
his handiwork, when he stopped and, squinting 
one eye, sighted her for the himdredth time to 
see if he could detect any unfairness in her 
body. 

"Allow me to assure you, my deah young 
feUow— " 

Bab, startled half out of his senses, turned 
and saw a tall, spare, elderly man, in a black 
broadcloth cut-a-way, white vest and neat 
striped trousers, coming from the far side of 
the vessel. 

"Allow me to assure you," the gentleman re- 
sumed, "you have a remarkably fine looking 
little vessel." Then, extending his hand, in a 
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very dignified and profound manner, "To 
whom have I the great honoh of speaking?" 

Bab soon told him, whereupon he insisted on 
standing a little distance away, better to view 
the sloop's profile. The man was profuse in his 
praise of both the model and the workmanship. 
And it struck Bab that if he had been much of 
a traveler, he surely had kissed the Blarney 
Stone; for he commended everything in view. 

"But what is your name, sir?" Bab asked, 
respectfully. "And how, in the world, did you 
get on this island?" 

"I am, my deah young fellow," answered the 
man in a deep, gutteral, tremble of voice, "Pro- 
fessor Karl, Ernst, Hermann, Friedrich von 
Bradiauer. The name, however, is such that, 
ordinarily, people are content to call me, 'Pro- 
fessor.' I was overpowered by my crew — a 
despicable lot. They sailed quite close to the 
weather side of your island, while you, prob- 
ably, were at tea, and left me to drift ashore 
on a hatch. That, for the present, is my story." 

"Well, let's go off aboard and meet my ship- 
mate, Mr. Bergman, Professor." 

"With great pleasure." 

The professor, between mouthfuls of sup- 
er 
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per, "assured" Bergman of his undying 
esteem for him, and, as the two waxed warm, 
under the influence of some of the late cap- 
tain's whiskey, while Bab washed the dishes, 
the learned gentlemen confided, 

"My deah fellow, allow me to assure you I 
nevah could mingle with common people. You, 
sir, and the boy yonder, are persons of discern- 
ment. It gives me great pleasvu-e to meet per- 
sons of such rare intelligence." 

When Bab joined them, the professor had 
noticed a beautiful mahogany piano at the 
after-end of the saloon that had belonged to 
the captain's wife, who had been far too sad on 
her last passage for music. 

The professor "almost made the instrument 
talk," as Bergman said to Bab next day, and 
for an hour the tropical air was stirred as it 
never before had been at Ducie Island. 

After the concert Bergman proposed more 
liquor which was not refused by their guest, 
who asserted, as he tossed off his glass of whis- 
key and soda, 

"Drinking, my deah fellows, is a fine-art. 
You have noticed from my name that I came 
from a race of drinkers. Yet, I always know 
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when to desist. When I have enough, I cut it 
off as though it were done with a knife. I do 
not care to feel ill next morning." 

An incredible amount of whiskey was used 
by the two men, and the boy was an attentive 
listener to their conversation, during the course 
of which the stranger volimteered: 

"I am possessed of aanple means, I assure 
you. Although I had a wealthy father, who 
had me educated in the finest universities of 
Europe, and sent me on the grand tour, with 
my man, yet my parent died penniless, and I 
went to the great United States where I made 
a fortune composing and directing music. I 
owe my success to that 'Land of the Free.' 
I am an adopted citizen — a true-blue 
American. 

"After the war, however, narrow-minded 
people seemed to shun my very name. My 
music had been long since out of demand, and 
they forgot that I had given expert scientific 
service in the laboratories at Washington. It 
was then that I took the notion to complete a 
botanical survey, begun years ago in the South 
Sea Islands." 
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Bab left the two men drinking and turned in 
at eleven, 

Bergman looked rather seedy next morning, 
but he turned out and prepared breakfast. 

The professor, though, in spite of his knowl- 
edge of the "fine-art" of drinking, was de- 
cidedly ill. He kept to his bunk till after the 
others had had their siesta. 

When the afternoon got cool enough for 
work, Bab started to get out clamp streaks and 
stringers. He was joined by the tall profes- 
sor, who seemed to know all about ship con- 
struction, as well as about most everything 
worth knowing. The professor offered, 

"Tomorrow, my deah boy, I shall *tum to,' 
as sailors say, and help you." 

"Oh, that will be great, sir. You don't know 
how impatient I am to finish her!" 

"On the contrary, I have a very adequate 
ideah, for Mr. Bergman has told me. And 
allow me to assure you that I think the sloop 
a very creditable effort on your part, and your 
dogged perseverance to finish her, and search 
for your father, deserves the highest com- 
mendation." 

Although the men drank every evening, 
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there was no repetition of the orgies that at- 
tended the professor's first night on the Rarir- 
goon. The man of music and science proved 
to be a most practical wood- worker. 

Now a vessel is, in one respect, like a house. 
You can timber out and plank comparatively 
quickly, just as is the case when you frame and 
board in a dwelling. From there on, though, 
in either structure, the progress seems almost 
halted. But there was a steady if barely per- 
ceptible gain. And the boy found the professor 
most excellent company. 

However, he insisted on Bab's studying at 
least an hour each evening from books in the 
ship's library; after which, the learned man 
questioned him and heard him in recitation. 

As the sloop neared completion, the boy and 
his helper and teacher foimd that they were 
growing much attached to each other. This was 
not strange for Bab was a likeable fellow, and 
one could tell from the honest blue eyes in the 
dried-up face of the old scholar, that, in spite 
of his absurd, stilted, mannerisms, he was at 
heart a sterling character. 

Bergman, sewing away, reluctantly, slowly, 
showed by furtive glances from under the poop 
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awning, that he was not pleased with the grow- 
ing friendship of the ship-builders. 

At last the hull was finished, and a priming 
coat of paint, from the Rangoon's boatswain's 
stores, applied. The top-sides were white and 
the bottom, for want of anything better, was 
painted with red oxide. 

"Now," exclaimed Bab, "we'll let that dry 
and harden while we start at spar-making." 

A spare upper top-sail yard that had drifted 
ashore undamaged when the ship struck, was 
easily converted into a mast. Other spars there 
were, too, that needed little trimming to fit 
them for the sloop. At intervals, the spar- 
making was "himg up" for the pleasurable 
task of painting, until the top-sides and all 
other white parts, had received four appli- 
cations. 

"A beautiful little craft, I assure you," con- 
gratulated the professor as they stood off and 
admired their work. "Tomorrow, I presume 
you will order me to help at building the launch- 
ing ways." 

"One launch way. Professor." 

"Pray explain your meaning, my deah boy." 

"I mean, sir, that I sh'll use a single launch 
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way. That's the style at Essex, near my home. 
This method, I believe, is not known of else- 
where. 

"Have you noticed that the top block of each 
set of my keel blocks has a place cut out of it 
an inch deep? Also, that there are hard wood 
wedges between the top block and the block 
under it?" 

"Yes, Babson, I have. But I thought the 
cut out place unnecessary." 

"Indeed, it is not, sir. When I have listed 
the craft a few degrees, and her bilge rests on 
the single greased way, I sh'll work the wedges 
out of the keel blocks, one set at a time, and 
grease the cut out place. Then, wedge up 
again. When all the keel blocks have had this 
done to them, we shall each take a maul and 
station ourselves at equal distances apart and 
keep driving the wedges harder until she rests 
on greased places only. Then, we'll jump to 
one side and see her take her plimge. This is 
the simplest and most inexpensive style of 
launching." 

"Babson, my young friend, your hand 1 You 
have taught much about ship-building, I as- 
sure you!" 
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Two days later, there resounded over the 
waters between the reef and the ring-shaped 
oval on which they stood, a deafening din that 
must have been audible clear across the lagoon 
to the other side of their island home. 

Bang! Smash! Crack! Bang! 

One-half hour of wedging when Bab ex- 
claimed, exultantly, 

"There she goes — she's oflf! Your name is 
Islanderr 

The power of the wedges had raised the little 
vessel until her weight rested on grease. Her 
keel was guided by the cut-out places in the 
blocks. Slowly, at first, but quickly gathering 
momentum, she rushed down the decline till — 

Splash! 

She scoomed out the length of her hawser 
toward the Rangoon. 
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CHAPTER X 

The Steange Disappeabance 

"With your kind permission, my deah 
friends, I will now give the last concert on the 
ship." The professor rose from the supper 
table, approached the piano and with jubilant 
spirits played for an hour. Bab, who was fond 
of good music and who felt unusually happy, 
lay on a sofa and relaxed for a complete rest. 

The music over, the professor and Bergman, 
in true European style, refreshed themselves 
with liquors. Then the former, sipping his 
wine, said, 

"Tomorrow, when we step the mast, why 
not use what is left of the spanker boom for a 
derrick instead of hauling the sloop imder the 
fore-yard. We can then hoist the piano out 
and place it aboard the sloop. I cannot enter- 
tain the ideah of so long a passage as from here 
to Tahiti without the claviah." 

"Yes, we can do it," answered Bab, faintly 
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echoed by Bergman, who seemed half-hearted 
about the arrangements for leaving the ship. 

At night-fall, two days later, the sloop was 
all rigged and only awaited the bending of 
sails and the taking in of stores and water, the 
three castaways sat mider the Rangoon's poop 
awning and admired the little vessel's graceful 
outline as she tugged gently at her cable, when 
Bab exclaimed, 

"Gee whiz, here come visitors !" 

Looking to where the boy pointed, his com- 
panions saw a sloop only a trifle smaller than 
theirs, fanning around the contour of the oval 
island. The short tropical twilight was close 
at hand and the indigo tint of the ocean was 
fast taking on a darker hue when, with a bone in 
her teeth, the newcomer heeled to the flattening 
of sheets as her helmsman hauled by the wind to 
fetch inside the reef. With ripples dancing 
against her copper, that glistened in the last 
golden rays of the sim, she shot into the wind's 
eye. Her anchor was let go. She tailed back 
a biscuit toss from the Islander. 

"Seem pretty well acquainted," vouchsafed 
Bergman. 

"Yes, and they are," answered the professor. 
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"They are Pitcaim Islanders. I knew at a 
glance I had seen their sloop before." 

"Come aboard, gentlemen," Bab shouted 
through the megaphone. 

Soon there were five nut-brown, sturdy, 
young men on the Rangoon's deck. Pleasant- 
faced and polite, they laid down their tributes 
of fruit to shake hands. Then, in as choice 
English as one would care to hear, they con- 
versed with the castaways. 

Such bananas Bab never had taslted before. 
The largest were not over five inches in length 
but they more than made amends for the small- 
ness of their size by their fiavor. They were 
delicious. The jack-apples were not so popu- 
lar. Neither the professor, Bergman nor Bab 
cared for them. They foimd them sickishly 
sweet. But the soft, young, cocoanuts, and the 
milk in them, appealed, as did some beautifully 
candied fruit that the islanders kept a stock of 
for trade with passing ships. 

A most enjoyable evening was passed. The 
Islander was inspected, where the professor 
found an appreciative audience while he played 
hymns and anthems at their request. They 
sang in a way that showed good training, and 
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they proudly asserted that all of their colony, 
of nearly two hundred souls, were not only 
very religious but musical as well. 

"Ever hear of a Cap'n Thomas Haskins 
trading in a schooner, out here?" Bab asked 
Captain McCoy, the sloop's skipper. 

"The name seems famil — ^Yes, that is the 
name. At least I'm sure Haskins is. You see 
there's a trader named Maximilian Fisher visit- 
ing our island now, and I remember hearing 
him say something about a skipper being in 
these parts by that name." 

Bab, trembling with expectancy, plied ques- 
tion upon question. But Bergman interfered. 

"Somebody else of the same name. I, my- 
self, saw Bab's father sail from Frisco for Fal- 
mouth, England. I trust no one here thinks 
that I lie. You've known me some time, now. 
Professor, do you think that I'm telling a lie?" 

The professor, put squarely to it, answered, 
as he looked Bergman straight in the eyes, 

"My deah fellow, it would pain me exceed- 
ingly to think you guilty of mendacity." 

"At any rate," suggested the skipper from 
Pitcaim, why not take a trip to our island, Mr. 
Bab? You look played out from your task of 
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building the sloop. You'll have a nervous 
break-down if you don't get a rest ! 

"You see I'm something of a doctor. Al- 
though our island belongs to Great Britain, it's 
a republic. Our president's wife — ^my mother 
— died from lack of medical skill; so my sister 
went ta your coimtry and came back a full 
fledged M. D. She teaches doctoring in our 
village school." 

"Well," declared Bab, "we can't probably 
get everything ship-shape on the Islander for 
at least three days. By the time we could get to 
Pitcaim, the trader might be gone." 

"There you go again!" exclaimed Bergman, 
with an injured look. 

"Yes," conceded the islander, "the trader 
would be gone. But I tell you what you do: 
You can all of you sail from here tomorrow 
forenoon in our sloop, and after you've had a 
good long visit on Pitcaim, we'll bring you 
back." 

"I'm not going, for one," declared Bergman, 
emphatically, "I'm not going to miss the chance 
of being taken home by a passing ship !" 

Bab looked at the professor. The professor 
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looked at Bab. They understood each other 
perfectly. 

"What do you say?" asked Captain McCoy. 

"We thank — ^you very much — for your kind 
invitation," Bab faltered, "but I fear — ^we'd 
better stay — to complete the sloop." 

It was now quite late, and, bidding each other 
good night, both parties turned in. 

Morning dawned as only a morning can be- 
neath tropic skies. Bab looked toward the gal- 
ley to see the familiar wreath of curling smoke. 
But there was no smoke. Neither was there 
any noise forward, nor was the life-boat hitched 
abreast of the galley door. 

It did not take much searching to find that 
Bergman and the life-boat were both missing. 
Also, that the choicest of stores were gone, too. 
The store-room and the pantry had been turned 
topsy-turvy. Yet, in spite of it, plenty of food 
remained. 

"Professor!" 

"Yes, my yoimg friend." 

"Bergman has flown 1" 

"Ah, has he, really?" 

"Yes, sir, and the Ufe-boat's gone, too." 

"But is the Islander intact?" 
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"Apparently so." 

"Very good. Um — ah — very good. In 
point of fact, my deah fellow, I can assure you 
that I am delighted at his defection!" 

"Heigh — aboard the sloop," hailed Bab. 

The young skipper just emerging from be- 
low, answered, 

"Good morning, Bab." 

"Good morning, yourself, Cap'n McCoy. If 
agreeable, we'll take that trip with you, today, 
to your island." 

Two hours later, Dude Island was growing 
diiA over the stem. All hands sat around the 
wheel chewing sugar-cane. 
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PiTCAiKN Island 

"Queer thing — your man deserting — " 
opined Captain McCoy. 

"Yes," answered Bab, "and there surely is 
something queer about the man. Somehow or 
other, I couldn't take to him. But as I never 
had any proof that he wasn't loyal to our little 
party, I didn't talk about him to the professor. 
I will now, though. What did you think of 
him?" 

"My deah fellow, it is, ordinarily, against my 
principles to discuss one of my associates when 
he is not present. However, the man has for- 
feited all consideration at my hands. I will say 
that I was not particularly prepossessed with 
his appearance. He told conflicting stories, as 
to his antecedents, and tihough he professed to 
know Enghsh only, I purposely asked him 
questions in both French and Gunman, at dif- 
ferent times, that took him so completely off his 
guard that he answered immediately. It is my 
private opinion thaJt the man is a scoimdrel." 
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"I noticed that he seemed startled when I 
mentioned Maximilian Fisher," recalled the 
skipper. 

"Perhaps, for some reason, he doesn't care 
to meet him," offered Bab. "But he's gone, 
now, so let's forget him and enjoy our sail this 
lovely morning." 

No doubt Bab wished to dismiss the man 
from his thoug'hts, yet, for isome reason or 
other, he scanned the ocean from time to time 
with McCoy's binoculars. No life-boat met his 
view, but far off to leeward he made out a 
schooner. Apart from this vessel, their craft 
was the only one within the sweep of the 
horizon. 

The little sloop slipped over the tropic sea at 
a lively pace, as though impatient to reach her 
island home. Flying-fijsh skimmed on each side 
like contestants in a race. Overhead, the 
heavens were an unbroken blue, save for a 
bunch of trade-clouds. 

The two guests insisted on standing watch 
and taking their tricks. And one of them, as 
time wore on, and the distance shortened, was 
visibly stirred by expectation. 

But it was just before the brief twilight fell, 
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and the golden sun was sinking in the west, on 
the second night of the passage, that land was 
made out ahead. Bab, who had gone aloft for 
the tenth time since mid-afternoon, hailed the 
deck, excitedly, 

"Land-o!" Then, just as night shut out his 
view, he clambered down. 

"Well, what did it look like," asked the skip- 
per, smilingly. 

"Just like a big, dark, plimi pudding rising 
out of the sea." 

"That's exactly what you'll say when you see 
it at closer range, and in the daytime. You see 
our island is of volcanic formaJtion. It's not at 
all like Ducie and Elizabeth Islands. Oh, 
you'll see a paradise when you go ashore a 
couple of hours from now." 

"Your home must be pretty high," Bab 
remarked. 

"It is. It's a nearly round mountain, one 
thousand feet high, with smooth steep edges 
that rise abruptly out of the ocean. The entire 
island is a wild tangle of fruit and vegetables, 
and beautiful flowers that grow in the greatest 
profusion. 

"We're probably tihe happiest people on 

84 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



Pitcairn Island 

earth. Our home is only two miles and a quar- 
ter long, but we have no troubles. No money is 
used for nature furnishes nearly all our necessi- 
ties. We trade fruit with ships, that heave to 
here for a few hours, on their way to Europe, 
and that's how we happen to wear clothing like 
yours. Also, we dicker for tools and hard- 
ware." 

"We have no vices and liquor is unknown on 
Pitcairn. We're all church members and the 
children's attendance at school is compulsory. 
Our president settles all differences and dis- 
putes, though we have a parliament of seven 
persons." 

"My friends, in behalf of Babson, and my- 
self, allow me to congratulate you. You have, 
indeed, a most enviable community." 

The professor had hardly delivered these en- 
comiums when a bright light blazed up straight 
ahead. 

"What's that?" Bab wanted to know. 

"Bon-fire," answered an islander. The folks 
at home always light one when they see us com- 
ing or expect us during the night. They light 
one, too, if they spy a sihip just before night- 
fall. The ships make well up to it then stand 
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off and on till morning when they trade for 
fruit." 

Now the sloop was almost up to the island, 
that seemed twice its normal size in the weird 
glare of the fire, and from the light of the moon. 
Very hig'h, and dark, and steep it looked, with 
its coast-line seemingly round and unbroken. 
But now the sloop was entering a sort of half 
indentation — ^an unprotected bay. 

The sloop was luffed into the wind and, as 
she shot ahead, a long whale-boat was seen 
approadiing. 

The young skipper introduced his passen- 
gers and Bab, as soon as decency would permit 
of it, asked, 

"Is Cap'n Fisher still here?" 

"Yes," answered many islanders, in unison, 
who were delighted to entertain the two new 
guests. 

"Now I'll go in with you," explained young 
McCoy, "and make you acquainted. But I sh'll 
have to come back here again for it's my month 
in the sloop. There's no anchorage at Pitcairn 
Island, not even in Bounty Bay. Five of us 
take the sloop and keep her moving, or hove to 
at fishing, all the time." 
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The long, handsome, boat — a gift from the 
late Queen Victoria — ^soon neared a steep in- 
cline of logs laid corduroy fashion. The helms- 
man, with a big steering sweep at the stem, 
saw his chance and taking a long roller yelled, 

"Now!" 

The oarsmen, eight sturdy young fellows, 
bent their blades — 

Swishl 

The boat shot half her length up the incline, 
as the bow man leaped out and caught a turn 
with the painter. 

Our friends were short of breath when the 
hill was climbed, but the boat's crew did not 
mind it in the least. McCoy led the way 
through a well-lighted village street that 
seemed to Bab like a scene from fairyland. 

"Welcome 1 Welcome! Welcome!" came 
from men, women and children at every gate. 
Finally, McCoy stopped at his father's house 
and the venerable ruler offered his hand and 
led his guests into his home. 

"Let me make you acquainted with Captain 
Fisher," said President McCoy. 

Captain Fisher, a blond, stout, florid man 
of thirty, acknowledged the introduction with 
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the bearing of a well-bred gentleman. He had 
all the appearance and the accent of a Gterman, 
but this nationality he denied. 

Late as it was, a supper of chicken salad and 
cold roast sucking pig was brought in, with a 
cooling drink, made from fresh limes and 
lemons, to wash it down. Then followed cocoa- 
nuts, bananas, oranges, melons, and, in fact, 
more fruit than they possibly could eat. 

Bab lost no time in asking about his father. 

"Yes," Captain Fischer declared, "there can 
be no doubt but the man was he. I was intro- 
duced to him at Tahiti, and he had been doing 
much better at trading, he said, than he had at 
halibutting in the cold North. You see, young 
man, the whole world is undergoing a recon- 
struction period. While the war was going on, 
these islands were practically shut off. Now, 
there's a fortune here for a man with merchan- 
dise to sell. My present visit on this island is 
to collect candied fruit, which I pay for with 
cloth, buttons, shoes, combs, and what not." 

When pressed as to whether he knew Berg- 
man, the trader professed all ignorance of him. 
He said he could recall no one answering the 
man's description. 
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The next day the guests were shown the 
jungle wonders of this tropical paradise, and 
on leaving at night-fall for the sloop, President 
McCoy insisted not only on loading the boat 
with fruit, but gave hens, pigs, and sheep in 
slatted crates, to furnish fresh eggs and meat 
for the long passage the Islander had before 
her to Tahiti. 

Nearly the whole population of two hundred 
people flocked down the corduroy walk to see 
them off. Good byes and God speeds were said 
as the whale-boat took the swell and was swept 
by the stalwart rowers out into the bay. 

The trip back to Ducie Island was unevent- 
ful until the island was close at hand. Bab, 
standing in the bows, suddenly yelled, 
excitedly, 

"The sloop's there, all right, but there's a 
schooner, too. Gee whiz! Somebody's hoist- 
ing the Islander's main-sail! G^e, fellows! — 
have you any fire-arms?" 

"Yes," answered McCoy. "We're peaceable 
folks, but we went armed during the war and 
our rifles have never been taken ashore." 
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Birds of Similar Plumage 

"Birdts vot got der same kine fedders fly 
avay mit denuseliifs togeder, ain't idt, Baum?" 

The man addressed as Baum, scowled at his 
interlocutor and ordered, 

"Away forward with you where you belong, 
you rum-soaked Dutchman. And you want to 
remember my name is Bergman, or you'll be 
sorry for it I" 

"Vergessen," retaliated tibe other, with a 
dnmken leer. "Baum vas goot enough ven 
alle f on uns vas an der Seehwnd, alreaty. You 
don'd vas vun unter ofiizier, yet. Ve vas each 
' vun schust so goot like anoder vun, here, I bet 
me your Ufe an idt." 

"Come, now, Gustav, get along as Mr. Berg- 
man told you." 

The speaker was- the skipper by conmion con- 
sent of the crew, who were as vile a lot of beach 
combers as ever disgraced the Soulth Pacific 
Ocean. 
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Sullenly, Giistav lifted his immense weight 
from off the low cabin house, where he had 
been sitting, and as a parting shot fired at 
Bergman, before going forward, 

"Ich bin a ^Dutchman,' yaw, aber dot vas 
more as you bin. You vas mit die Deutschen 
an der Seehund, all righdt, all rig'hdt; aber ven 
der Seehund vas nix, you bin a spy for die 
Franzosen. I dakes me some stocks not in you 
Alsatian beoples/' 

"How about this, Bauaqa, or-er-Bergman?" 
asked the skipper, severely. "If I thought it 
was true — ^what Gustav just said — ^I'd put you 
back in that life-boat, plunk a bullet through 
you, and set you adrift again." 

"Not a word of truth in it, Anton. It was 
only the raving of a drinker. Why, man, 
weren't we petty officers and room-mates to- 
gether long enoug'h for you to know my 
calibre?" 

The skipper was convinced of Bergman's 
loyalty to Germany's lost issue. Nevertheless, 
Bergman, at the first opportunity, strolled for- 
ward and slipped Gustav several gold pieces, 
that he had stolen from the Wild Irishman's 
private jwssessions. 

91 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



Bab Haskms m Southern Seas 

It was the morning when Bergman had been 
found missing, ^he life-boat's lug sail had car- 
ried him so far dimng the night, that by the time 
our friends were on their way to Pitcairn 
Island, he could see therrtj owing to the size of 
their sails ; but his craft was indistinguishable 
to them at that distance. 

When it became evident that the sloop was 
heading for Pitcairn, Bergman turned in for a 
nap intending to afterwards make sail and go 
right back to steal the Islander. His nap, as 
we have seen, was interrupted, however. 

Anton, and his crew of renegades, were fugi- 
tives from justice. Flocking, as if from in- 
stinct, when war ceased, they gathered with 
Tahiti for a common centre. From that head- 
quarters, they exploited the lesser islands of 
these seas of romance, separately and in groups, 
or pairs. But, now, they were banded together. 

Tahiti having become tiresome to most of 
them, Anton, the leader, proposed stealing the 
schooner, on which they now were, and cruise 
the seas in search of adventure. As they had 
all had a taste of this business, when in the See- 
huridj they willingly acquiesced and many a 
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pearl-fisher, and copra gatherer, rued their 
depredations. 

They had pounced upon the liquor, which 
Bergman had brought with him, and were fast 
becoming tipsy. But Bergman and the skipper 
drank sparingly. 

"Well, Bau — Bergman, what have you been 
up to, lately?" 

"I haven't been stealing schooners and ruin- 
ing my reputation at the very place where I 
should care to stand "all to the good.' " 

"Explain yourself, then." 

Bergman thereupon told of how he had been 
shanghaied and wrecked on Ducie Reef, the 
building of the sloop and so forth. Then he 
added, 

"I've a particular reason for wishing to keep 
that young fellow at this end of the Tuamotu 
Group until some passing ship takes him to 
blazes away from here. 

"Now, as I happen to know that our old 
lieutenant. Max. Fischer, is at the present time 
putting up the bluff of trading in these islands, 
the smartest thing we can do is to steal the 
Islander, blow up this old hooker and make 
tracks for Tahiti. 

93 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



Bab Haskins m Southern Seas 

"I've a graft, in The States, and just as soon 
as the mail can fetch it, I sh'U have money 
enough, added to what we can raise, to fit out 
an expedition and recover all that sunken gold 
ahead of Fischer. Of course I sh'll share heavi- 
est, you next, and these drunken pigs — ^humph 
— well — ^whatever we have a mind to give 'em." 

"Bergman, you're a long headed rogue!" 
commended Anton, admiringly, as he put the 
helm over and headed for Ducie Island. "You 
always did keep several sets of bunt-lines rove 
off!" 

"Yes, and this timej there'll be something 
worth while in the bunt, when we get through 
hauling." 

The old hooker was lunging her bluff bows 
into the ground swell of the ocean, and making 
a great fuss of it along by the fore-rigging, 
where she threw off a bulging sea of yeasty 
foam to leeward. The tropic sun beat down 
unmercifully, but the heat was tempered by 
the steady southeast wind. 

As they bowled along, Anton and Bergman 
could hardly repress a smile at the antics of 
their followers. In spite of the heat, the liquor 
had stirred tihe terpsichorean instincts of the 
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crew and Gustav with August — a man equally- 
fat — for a partner, was waltzing on the hot 
deck planks. Others were dancing singly and 
in couples while those who sat were singing the 
air of, the old song that begins, "Will you buy 
a buy a broom broom." But their words were : 

" Ach du lieber Augustin, 
Augustin, Augustin; 
Ach du lieber Augustin, 
Alles ist hin. 

Das Geld ist versoflfen, 
Das Model's vortgelaufen; 

Ach du lieber Augustin, 
Alles ist hin." 

Tiring of this song, they sang: 

" Lustig sein, freundlich sein, 
Hip — yo — ^hi — ra — sah, 

Lustig sein, freundlich sein. 
Hi — ra — sah — sah." 

They were now accompanied by violins, a 
cornet, and a bass horn that were hastily 
brought out of the forecastle. They sang "Du 
du liegst mir in Herzen," "Wir gehen nach 
Lindenau," "Grad aus dem Wirtshaus," and 
many others. 
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"Booze and music will give us dead away 
sometime," opined Bergman. 

"I sh'll watch the booze then," rejoined An- 
ton. "But, here, fellows," he yelled, "stand by 
to let the jib run down." 

With Bergman at the wheel, the old hooker 
shot through the cut in the reef, and ran hand- 
somely alongside of the Rangoon. 



96 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



CHAPTER XIII 
A Stekn Chase 

When Bab announced "someone's hoisting 
the Islander's main-sail," he had not taken An- 
ton and Bergman unawares. They had been 
watching the Pitcaim sloop for over an hour. 
Their trouble was that the renegade crew had 
nm across the Wild Irishman's stock of boxed- 
up liquors. 

Driving, coaxing, entreating, Anton at last 
got two or three men who were sober enough 
to hoist sail, while Bergman attended to some 
mysterious errand on the hooker that lay 
anchored between the wreck and shore. 

"We ah'll catch 'eml" exclaimed Bab, ex- 
citedly, as he examined his rifle. "See, they 
haven't come out through the gap, yet!" 

The Pitcairn sloop was now within a half 
mile of the island, when, listing gently to the 
breeze, out shot the Islander like a thing of life. 
Her sheets were hauled flat aft, and the way 
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she ate into the wind's eye, and still footed, 
filled her young builder with admiration. 

"Gee, Professor," yelled he, "it's a peach of a 
trial trip if we are only spectators 1 But look, 
there are one, two, three — I've counted a dozen 
of the rascals and they seem to be drimk. But 
I don't see Bergman there." 

"The consummate scoundrel is probably be- 
low in concealment." 

Out in the clear, the Islander kept on the 
same tack for twenty minutes. By that time 
her pursuers were nearly around the island. 
Then she squared away while a hooting, stum- 
bling mob mast-headed her gaff and jib-top- 
sails. 

Hot in chase, the Pitcaim sloop went after 
her, while Bab and the professor tried shots 
from their rifles. But the Islander was too 
speedy for them. The shots fell far from the 
mark and merely swished the water. 

Bang! 

"What the dickens was that?" Bab won- 
dered, as all hands looked back toward the 
wreck, whence the report came. A slight 
smudge was all they could make out arising in 
that direction. 
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"They left a time bomb, all right," Bab de- 
clared, "but it couldn't have done a whole lot 
of damage for the old hooker's masts are still 
standing." 

It was evident to all that the Islander could 
sail two feet to their one, so, after a little, it 
was decided to beat back to the island and see 
how matters stood. 

On shooting alongside the hooker, whose 
name read Cape Pigeon, it was f oimd that the 
entire main hatch-way had been blown up, 
carrying much of the deck frame and planking 
with it. But whoever tried to blow the vessel 
up had not had a sufficiently powerful 
explosive. 

^'Pumps suck," commented Bab, after five 
minutes of pumping. "We'll pile everything we 
want aboard of her and I'll repair the deck 
while we're sailing." 

"Sorry I haven't my father's permission to 
lend you a hand or two for your passage," 
regretted McCoy. "But I'll lend you two men 
if you'll leave them at Pitcaim Island." 

Thanking the yoimg skipper, profusely, the 
professor and Bab availed themselves of the 
offer. With plenty of help, they soon trans- 
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ferred what little the thieves had left on the 
wreck and at night-fall the occupants of both 
vessels said good-bye to Ducie Island. 

The south-east wind held steady and true all 
night and the watch worked by torch light at 
repairing the damage. It took the cumbersome 
old hooker four days to make the island but by 
that time the deck was relaid and caulked as 
tight as ever. 

President McCoy visited the Cape Pigeon, 
and generously furnished fire-arms. Then the 
two travelers again squared away toward far- 
off Tahiti. They said they could handle the 
craft easily enough for she had lazy-lines on 
every sail and by "dowsing" in time, for 
squalls, they anticipated no trouble. 

Watch and watch was the basis on which they 
worked, and as they both were experienced in 
fore and afters the cruise went on smoothly 
enbugh imtil Bab made a discovery. 

It was seven days since they sank the trop- 
ical, dark-foliaged, Pitcaim in their wake. 
Timoe and Pearl Islands had been passed close 
at hand, on both of which there was nice water. 
But it was not known, then, that the tanks were 
leaking badly. 
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"I thought the old tub leaked, herself," de- 
clared Bab, w*ho, having found quite a quantity 
of water in the well, only an hour after pump- 
ing her dry, had made an examination. "What 
would you advise doing, Professor?" 

"My deah fellow, there is only one thing that 
we can do. In an hour from now we should 
raise Mururoa. It is a case of standing off 
hostile natives^ — neither of us care to die of 
thirst." 

Bab brought the rifles on deck, cleaned, oiled, 
and loaded them; then he went aloft. He had 
not been there long, when he hailed, 

"Land-ol" 

The professor, who knew the s-hape of this 
double island, or pair of islands, rather, shifted 
his com^se from west north west to west by 
north, so as to not be seen by anyone who 
might be looking out through the tortuous gap 
between the two crescent shaped islands. 

Now they were well up with the shore; so, 
yelling, "Look out for yourself, up there," the 
man of science jibbed his sails and stood along 
the thickly wooded coast-line until the opening 
was nearly reached. 

"Gee whitakerl" came from aloft. 
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"What is it, my deah boy?" 

"Our sloop being attacked by natives — over 
a hundred of 'em. There's an immense bay, 
inside there, between the two islands and, gee — 
near as these glasses can bring it — ^the natives 
seem to be holding their ownl" 

The professor lashed the wheel, hauled his 
jib to windward, and "hove to." Then he 
joined Bab at the fore cross-trees. 

It was an exciting scene. Some of the na- 
tives succeeded in gaining the Islander^ s deck, 
where the dozen men defending her were hav- 
ing their hands full. It was not surprising 
when part of the crew slipped the cable, hoisted 
sail, and with the wind right afit steered for 
the main entrance to the bay at the north west 
end. 

"See, seel" exclaimed Bab, excitedly. "Up 
go the matting sails I Gee, don't those dug-outs 
fly, though I" 

The professor watched imtil they felt sure 
the natives were chasing the sloop out through 
the other gap, some fourteen miles away. Then 
they clambered down. 

Letting go the jib's weather tail rope, they 
flattened in on main and fore sheets and stood 
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toward the swirling reef line. When up with 
the gap, they hove to again and taking the hand 
lead with them they went sounding from the 
small boat. 

"There, I felt sure there would be room 
enough, here I" exulted the professor. "No bot- 
tom, and twice the schooner's breadth between 
the pinnacles. Now for the dash to the spring 
before the heathens give up chasing." 

Once more on board, Bab climbed aloft again 
to stay there for a w'hile to watch against the 
return of the natives. 

The professor took the old craft flying 
through the gap and bowled her along dead 
before it toward the middle of the larger and 
southern-most island. 

The water was no longer a deep indigo, but 
a dark green and growing lighter as they 
neared their anchorage. Though very deep, 
objects could be seen plainly on bottom. 

Now the middle of the large island was 
reached and Bab annoimced. 

"The savages have overhauled them. I can't 
hear anything against the wind, but there's 
plenty of smoke from the fire-arms." 

Letting the jib run down, the schooner was 
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shot into the wind and anchored. Hastily 
dumping a couple of barrels into the boat, they 
rowed in toward a little pier, that was covered 
with bags of some sort of merchandise. 

"Although this island is supposed to be 
occupied by hostile people," declared the pro- 
fessor, "some person has been making copra. 
But it is evident to me that it is now deserted 
by everyone. We are, for the present, safe. 

"Those natives, I have seen before. Their 
boats and their method of warfare proclaimed 
them at once as belonging to Tematangi, which 
lies about a himdred miles to the westward. 
And as the chase and fight is carrying them 
toward home, they will probably go there what- 
ever the result." 

"Hello," exclaimed Bab, as they neared the 
pier, "there's a fairly good looking house up 
that path! See it, sir — right at the edge of 
the jimgle? And, gee, it's got a real cupola on 
itl" 

"Yes, Babson, and you can now see the stor- 
age sheds beyond that little grove. See them, 
with their large doors open? There has been, 
quite recently, a copra business carried on here. 
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"But what do you suppose became of the 
hostile inhabitants, sir?" 

"Probably the traders killed them off/' 

The well being half way up the path, they 
filled the barrels before examining the build- 
ings. Before leaving for shore again, Bab 
went aloft. 

"Still fighting — ^near as I can make out. But 
they are nearly out of sight, now to the 
westward." 

"Very good, my boy. Come down and we 
will look into the mystery of the deserted build- 
ings." 

Again up the path they went, this time 
right through the open door and into the living 
room of the trader's bimgalow. 

The sight and the smell horrified them. 
Lying on couches, and in bimks built against 
the wall, were five dead bodies. 
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Attacked 

"Beri-beri," diagnosed the professor at a 
glance. Then, suddenly pinching his nose, he 
leaped across the room, and as he regained the 
open air, Bab saw that he clutched a piece of 
paper. 

They read the brief note eageriy. It was 
written by the trader and copra gatherer, and 
though barely legible — Shaving been written 
shortly before death — it stated that one by one, 
he had seen his employees die from beri-beri. 
He, himself, was low with it and felt doomed. 
As he had no family, the note stated, whoever 
found him and caused his body to be decently 
buried at Papaete was entitled to his entire 
stock of goods. The strange document was 
signed, "Jamies Brown." 

"What do you think. Professor?" 

"My deah fellow, if we knew that our own 
safety would permit it, it would be an act of 
common decency for us to see his last wishes 
observed." 
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"That's what I think, sir. And I'll climb 
the Cape Pigeon's mast again and have a look." 

As the sloop, and the savages, were now 
nearly out of sight to leeward, the disagreeable 
task of getting the dead trader's body aboard 
and headed up in a hogshead of salt was begun. 
It was night when this was attended to and the 
other bodies were properly buried. 

Bab stood the first watch with the professor 
relieving him from midnight till morning. It 
was an anxious, long, six hours for each of them. 
They had a heap of loaded rifles at hand on the 
cabin top. 

After a hasty breakfast of bacon and eggs 
with hard-tack and fragrant coffee, another 
good look was taken from aloft and then the 
schooner was sailed in to the wharf to take on 
cargo. 

Like Trojans the pair worked for two days 
under the blazing sim. The professor smilingly 
saying, 

"For your sake, my deah fellow. I have 
ample means, I assure you. But you — ^you 
have not recovered your little vessel, and the 
proceeds from the sale of this cargo will en- 
able you to search at will for your father." 
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The rascals grew bolder when the sloop was 
reached, and as the professor was reserving his 
ammunition by a cessation of firing, they 
seemed to be holding a coimcil of war. Finally, 
the yawl-boat left for shore with a single oars- 
man and with a white handkerchief flying on 
a boat-hook. 

Meanwhile, the old hooker had worked clear 
of the weather side of the pier and was drifting 
side-wise to the westward. 

The man with the flag of truce came up the 
path, halted before the house, and, looking up 
at the cupola, harangued: 

"Ve know dot you der shloop can shoot der 
vater oudt mit dot guns. Aber, ve're first 
guming here. Ve finds der dead beoples. Ve 
prings der schooner pack, aber ve geds halb 
from der copra. Dot ist all righdt — don'd idt ?" 

In the plainest of German, the professor 
made it clear that if they did not leave the sloop 
exactly where she was, and send a couple of men 
to bring the schooner back to the wharf, he 
would shoot them out of existence. 

The rascal turned, sullenly, and went back to 
his leaders. 

"Haven't seen anything of Bergman^" com- 
uo 
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merited Bab, as they awaited developments. 
"Don't believe he has anything to do with this 
gang." 

"I do not feel so sure of that, my deah fel- 
low. It would be easy for him to remain in 
hiding." 

The solitary oarsman was alongside the sloop 
but a moment when another man joined him 
and they overtook the schooner, hoisted jib and 
mainsail, and worked her alongside the wharf. 

"Well, Professor, we've got our hooker and 
the cargo of copra again. But what are we 
going to do about the sloop ?" 

"My deah fellow, it is obvious that with this 
gun we could compel the scoundrels to abandon 
the sloop. But, should we do so, they would 
imdoubtedly lay a mine before leaving, and 
blow your little vessel up. As the copra will 
bring as much as the Islander is worth, and as 
this class of men cannot keep away from the 
gaieties of Tahiti for long, it would seem wisest 
to let them escape imder cover of night." 

"I agree with you, sir. But, after they're 
gone, we'd better get a tackle and lower this 
Mr. Jo Gun out of here and wheel him aboard 
the Cape Pigeon.^' 
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The Jael at Tahiti 

In the cupola, a sharp lookout was kept all 
night. Neither occupant slept for they did not 
care to be taken by surprise. Morning found 
the sloop gone. This was just what they ex- 
pected, and was easy of accomplishment during 
the tropical darkness that preceded the appear- 
ance of the moon. 

"Gee, but I'm some tired and sleepy 1" Bab 
yawned. 

"I assure you, my deah fellow, I am in the 
same physical condition." 

"But I'll go up to the cross-trees, and make 
sure they're not lurking aroimd, before I even 
think of sleeping." 

"A most commendable forethought, I assure 
you, and an expedient that should be attended 
to before we remove the gun." 

As no sail was in sight, the gun and three 
more barrels of water were put aboard. Then 
the two worn-out voyagers painfully, and 
laboriously, got the old hooker imder way. 
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"Go you below and turn in, Bahson, my lad," 
ordered the professor generously, as he manip- 
ulated the wheel. 

"No, sir — ^it was my tiun when we broke 
watch on coming here." 

"I insist, Babson; so go you at once." 

There was a well-bred firmness in every 
dried up wrinkle of the professor's face that 
was backed by the expression in his tired eyes. 
He pointed below in a way that was final. 

"But you must call me in a couple of hours, 
sirl" 

As no answer came, the weary boy went 
below. 

Six hours later, he awoke to find the island a 
mere dot over the taif-rail. The schooner was 
on her coiu^se and making two miles an hour 
under the jib, whose boom had been bowsed 
taut, amidships. The fore- and main-sails lay 
dropped in their lazy-lines. The professor 
slept with his head near the wheel which was 
lajshed. 

"G^ood scheme 1" shouted the now greatly re- 
freshed boy, to himself. "Sh'll keep *a-gang- 
ing,' as oiu* Gloucester men say, while I cook a 
dandy feed for two himgry mariners." 
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Ham and eggs and banana fritters were soon 
sizzling in the pan. And the fragrant odor of 
newly-made coffee greeted the nostrils of the 
man of science when Bab woke him up. 

"Wonderful 1 Marvelous 1" he declared. "I 
cannot remember a meal that has been so de- 
licious 1 Babson, my deah fellow, allow me to 
assure you that cooking is a fine-art. You 
imderstand it thoroughly. But this — ^this is 
your chef'dfeuvref' 

After the meal the fore and main-sails were 
hoisted and the old Cape Pigeon wallowed 
through the indigo-tinted sea at a speed which 
the log showed to be six miles an hour. 

This wajs kept up, on an average, and with 
the finest of weather, and with nothing imusual 
happening, land was made out on the morning 
of the fifth day from leaving Mururoa. 

"It is Maitea, my deah fellow, an island that 
is said to be fifteen hundred and forty-seven 
feet above sea level at its peak. It is not far, 
now, to Tairapu Peninsular — ^the south eastern 
end of the island of Tahiti." 

"Gee, Professor, I'm beginning to get hope- 
ful. I shan't feel so bad if we fail to get the 
sloop, if only I get track of father." 
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"If you can find out anywhere about him, 
lad, it will be at Papaete, That is the clearing- 
house, so to speak, of this part of Polynesia." 

In the afternoon, the long-sought for high 
land appeared; dim at first, then looming dark 
with its luxm^iant tropical verdm^e. The old 
hooker skirted the shore for hours. It was five 
bells, or half past ten, in the first watch, when 
she poked her bluff bows up the harbor of 
Papaete. 

When Bab had let forty-five fathoms of 
rumbling, roaring, clay-baked cable run out, he 
exclaimed, jubilantly, 

"There, Professor, we're shackled to the bot- 
tom in a civilized coimtry again 1" 

"Yes, my deah fellow, and, late as it is, I, 
for one, am going ashore for a realization of 
that fact. I long for some pickled Holland 
herring, and other delicatessen that may be had 
at an inn near the wharves." 

"Well, I hope you'll enjoy yourself, sir. But 
I'm too tired to go. I sh'U tirni in. Please 
don't forget to inquire about my father." 

"I shall not forget, I assure you." 

Bab had slept just one hour, when he was 
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rudely awakened by some men in uniform who 
were putting handcuffs on him. 

"So you'd steal a schooner, would yer? And 
have the nerve to steal a cargo of copra and 
bring both here? Well, the jail will cool some 
of that crust, my hearty !" 

Bab expostulated and tried to explain. He 
told about the professor's having been with him 
and of the theft of his sloop. 

"Ha — ^ha — ^ha — " the dfficer in charge 
laughed. "You want us to believe that Pro- 
fessor von Brachauer is a crook, too 1 My word, 
but that 's richl And the old professor one of 
the most respected blokes on the island. Why, 
lad, are you going daffy? That man, with his 
music, his high-f allootin' manners, 'n' all that, 
could lug the palace off if he wanted to — ^but 
stealing schooners, 'n' copra, 'n' sech — ^bahl" 

Bab was taken by the Harbor Police, for 
such they were, to the jail. He was literally 
thrown into a large common cell, in which there 
were some thirty odd prisoners sleeping on the 
cement floor with their jackets for pillows. 

Philosophically, the boy picked a place that 
was out of the glare of the solitary lamp which 
dimly lighted the cell and the end of the corri- 
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dor, lay down between the two cleanest appear- 
ing of the outcasts, and, turning his face away 
from the light, essayed to sleep. 

He was just about to enter dreamland when 
he heard someone come down the corridor and 
speak to the cell guard who sat on a stool just 
outside the grill-work door. The voice he 
recognized instantly. It was Bergman's. 
Both men spoke in German, and, thanks to the 
professor's insistence on conversation lessons 
each day, Bab was able to follow nearly all of 
it. "Why, dear man," urged Bergman in the 
same ingratiating way that he had approached 
the boy in San Francisco, "you don't want to 
hold down a silly job like this — ^herding a lot of 
pigs in a jail. Chuck it up. Why, look at me. 
I have a trade, but I hove my palm and sail 
needles over the side twenty years ago. I've 
made a good living, ever since, by using my 
wits. 

"There's no place in the world with so many 
opportunities, just now, as this archipelago. 
I've made some money, since I got wrecked 
here, I'm still making it, and I'm going to get 
some more. 

"Now you were in the Seehund with us and I 
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want you to join our gang. We, who were 
petty officers and crew, got our prize money — 
what the captain and the lieutenants saw fit to 
give us. What they didn't give us, though, 
during our campaign of sea-raiding, amounts 
to three hundred thousand pounds. I am the 
only man, outside of the deck officers, who 
knows where the treasure is. Will you join us, 
Viemeister?" 

"Yes, Baum, I go mit you." 

"But you must never call me anything but 
Bergman." 

"Lieutenant Fischer is half yachting and half 
trading in these islands, now, for a bluff. If 
he knows I'm here, he'll try to get them to speed 
up at home where they are perfecting some sort 
of submarine affair that can attach chains 
around the sunken vessel. She lies in fifty 
fathoms — too great a depth for an ordinary 
diver's suit." 

"But how you blan idt to raise the vessel, 
Bau — er — ^Bergman?" 

"I propose to sweep chains imder her." 

"Dot was all righdt, aber idt's petter you 
geds a pair from der grossen steam lighters to 
heave der chains in, ain't idt?" 
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"Fischer's got 'em engaged, along with a 
tug from Sydney. We'll capture 'em when 
they're on the way here." 

"Bau — Bergman, you bin vun fery shmardt 
man." 

"Never mind that — ^this thing has got to be 
financed. We must canvas only those of whom 
we feel quite sure. Anton will give you a list 
of the men you're to see. Bleiler, who runs 
the gambling rooms, and Schriftgieser who has 
the hotel are on your list. They'll all fall for it 
for that gang are always feverish for anything 
with big stakes and a small element of chance." 

"Aber, berhaps, Bergman, dhey don'd vas 
all of dhem fall for idt — dhey don'd vas alle 
gum across 1" 

"I've looked out for that. I've a drag on a 
ship-owner and real estate man of Boston and 
Gloucester, in The States, and I sent for funds 
the day I got here. The money'll come as fast 
as the mail can send it. If I have to, I can 
swing the financial end alone." 

Viemeister promised to resign in the morning 
and Bergman, bidding him good night, left 
the jail. 
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CHAPTER XVI 

Deugged 

Bab awoke stiff and sore and very hungry. 
In spite of the dismal surroundings — cement 
walls and iron-grated door and windows — ^he 
felt quite cheerful. "For," he told himself, 
"the professorll get me out of this and I may 
hear news of father." 

He was eating one of the half loaves of stale 
bread that were thrown in to the prisoners like 
feed is given to the lower animals, when the 
head jailer appeared resplendent in a uniform 
of white duck. Calling Bab by name, he 
smiled courteously, as he let him out, and 
begged that he would forgive the mistake that 
had been made by the harbor police. 

"The professor," he said^ "met friends who 
entertained him so. long into the night that it 
wasn't worth while going back to the schooner. 
But this morning, he was told that you were 
arrested. He went at once to the magistrate 
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and got your release papers. But you're to call 
at Schriftgieser's Hotel. There's a message 
waiting there for you." 

Thanking the jailer, Bab strolled toward the 
wharves, the shipping, and the hotel. Heedless 
of the vendors of small wares, hawkers of fruit, 
and of the surreptitious solicitations of sellers 
of lottery tickets, he kept his eyes riveted on the 
forest of masts that reared themselves heaven- 
ward, gleaming in the hot sun. Nowhere 
amongst them all could he make out a set of 
spars that in the least resembled the Gloucester 
cut of the Challenger's. 

Presently he came to the hotel, and as every- 
one seemed to be dodging work, or the heat, or 
both, he strolled through the large front room, 
which formed reading room and office, out into 
the central hall-way again. Finding no one 
there, or in the dining hall, he went to the far 
end of the passage. Looking in through a 
door at the left, he saw a man behind a counter 
shaking a cold drink. And the fat man who 
was doing the shaking was Schriftgieser. 

"Any message left here for me?'' asked Bab, 
telling his name. 
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"Yaw, young feller, der bin a note for you 
dot der Herr Brofessor leaf idt alreaty." 
Hastily, Bab read: 

"Dear Babson: — 

"I trust you will overlook my not seeing you 
liberated in person, when I tell you that yoiu* 
father is in port. 

"I got news that the Islander was sold, here, 
a few days ago and that she sailed in command 
of her new owner, last night, on a trading trip. 

"Some folks, with whom I am acquainted, 
invited me to join them on a steam yacht excur- 
sion. Their vacation time is limited, but where 
they go is immaterial to them. I agreed to not 
detain them, and they, in turn, promised to 
hunt for the sloop. 

"Hastily, but sincerely, 
(Signed) Karl, Ernst, Hermann, 

Friedrich von Brachauer." 

Bab was visibly affected. He shoved the 
note into his jacket pocket and asked, excitedly, 

"Know where the schooner Challenger lies, 
Mr. Schriftgieser?" 

" I don'd vas know some schooners mit dot 
name." 
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"Well, perhaps you know the cap'n, then. 
His name is Thomas Haskins." 

"Yaw, yaw," declared the inn-keeper, loudly, 
"I knows me, now, who idt vas dot you mean 
idt. Der schooner vas py der wharf dot you 
shust can see from dot vindow oudt. Look, I 
shows you/' 

Swatl 

A pellet, like the spit-ball ammunition which 
children use in school, hit the landlord on his 
fat, red, nose. He excused himself from the 
impatient boy and stepped into the hall. In a 
moment, he returned and went behind the bar 
where he began a vigorous shaking. 

"I thank you for your information, very 
much," said Bab, gratefully. 

"Dot vas nodings, mine poys. Haf a trink 
of lemonade mit me pef ore you're going in der 
hot sun oudt." 

Thanking the old Teuton again, Bab swal- 
lowed his drink as rapidly as decency would 
permit, then bade the inn-keeper good day. 

As he passed into the hall-way, he saw a man 
hurrying along ahead of him who darted into 
the office. In the dim light of the heavily 
shaded place, he could not recognize him. But 
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the outline of the man's form seemed strangely 
familiar. 

"Don't see any spars that look like the Chal- 
lenger^s/^ was his mental comment, again, as 
he hurried toward the wharf. "Gee, but I'm 
hustling some in this heat. I'm dead tired 
already — ^and sleepy — don't believe I rested 
much in the jail last night." 

At length the wharf was reached and Bab 
felt so drowsy that it was all he could do to keep 
his eyes open enough to steer his way amongst 
the bales of piled-up cotton that filled the shed 
through which he had to pass. Much as he 
wanted to see his father, the desire to just drop 
on a cotton bale in the shade of the shed and 
sleep, sleep, sleep, possesfised him. 

Now he was half way down the shed. He 
realized that he could never reach its end before 
sleep would overcome him. He decided to look 
out of one of the side openings. He wanted to 
get a glimpse of his father. 

Crawling over the cotton, that was only one 
bale deep, here, Bab peered out and foimd he 
was within fifty feet of a schooner's stern. 

But it was not Challenger that he read on her 
white-painted ta£F-rail. The vessel was much 
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larger and the name, momentarily, drove some 
of the sleepiness away. 

''Nettie Haskinsr Bab mmnbled, as he 
fought his closing eyelids, manfully. Then, 
falling onto the cotton, he drowsed, 

"Dad's vessel I Mothers' namel" 
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CHAPTER XVII 

The Wreck of the "Nettie Haskins" 

Possibly, a half hour after Bab fell asleep 
in the cotton shed, a man strolled casually to 
the end of the wharf, and looking down where 
the Kanaka crew were at work on the deck of 
the Nettie HaskinSj remarked, 

"Looks as if you were getting ready to sail." 

"Yes sir," answered the brightest appearing 
of the lot, who was evidently boatswain, for he 
directed the work. "We go same time Cap'n 
Tom get one mate. Him ship-chandler store, 
over dere, lookie, lookie for one man can 
shootie sun." 

The stranger on the wharf lost no time in 
finding Captain Haskins. "Understand you're 
looking for a mate," he said. 

"Yes," answered the tall, Yankee skipper, as 
he scrutinized the applicant, narrowly. "How 
long will it take you to get your dunnage?" 

"Half an hour," was the brisk reply. 

Wages being agreed upon. Captain Haskins 
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merely stated that he was boimd on a general 
trading voyage among the islands of the Mar- 
quesas Group, north of the Low Archipelago. 

"Lively stepping packet, this, sir," com- 
mented the new mate, as the Haskins rapidly 
dropped mountain-capped Tahiti astern. 

"She surely is, Mr. Bacon, and I was fortu- 
nate in getting her — she's nearly new. I 
bought her at Sydney the day after I sold the 
schooner Challenger to parties who are going 
on an Antarctic expedition. This vessel has 
more cargo space and is not so long legged. 
She's just adapted to the island trade. But 
look herel" 

The skipper stopped abruptly alongside of 
the man at the wheel. 

"I thought I gave the course *no'theast half 
east' " said he. "That'll take us between 
Arutua and Apataki." 

"No'theast a quarter east is all right, sir," 
explained the mate. "I'm familiar with 'this 
man's' country and there's a passage I know 
well right through the split parts of Arutua." 

"Mr. Bacon," said the captain, sternly, 
'%ereafter, when I give a course, don't you 
presimie to alter itl" 
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The mate was very humble and promised not 
to interfere again with the captain's chart plot- 
tings. But being well versed in magnetism, he 
waited until the skipper went below, when he 
took the wheel while he sent the man, whose 
trick it was, to the galley for matches. Then, 
deftly, he placed a bit of old file, that had lain 
on the forward end of the house top, at just 
the place in the binnacle that suited him. 

The Nettie Haskins was nearing the reef- 
surrounded Arutua Islands. The captain was 
sleeping away his four hours below in peace, 
for, on turning in, the night had been fine and 
clear and he had confidence in his own navi- 
gation. 

Bacon smiled grimly, as the squall that had 
been brewing for an hour was almost upon 
them. One by one, he told his watch not to be 
alarmed or do any shouting. "It's not going 
to amount to anything," he averred. "Besides, 
I'm acquainted here, and I'll steer myself. 
I'm going to cut through a passage to get a 
lee imder the island." 

Now the fringe of ragged reef was reached 
just as the full fury of the blast struck the 
vessel. Putting the helm hard up. Bacon kept 
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her off before it. A vivid flash of lightning 
lighted the way for a moment. Ahead, loomed 
a jagged pinnacle of coral. 

"What the deuce — " The captain came 
hurrying up in his pajamas. But he was 
knocked off his feet when he stepped out on 
deck. The vessel literally smashed her bow to 
match-wood on the coral. 

All hands, except Bacon, rushed forward to 
ascertain the extent of the damage. As they 
huddled there, awaiting another streak of light- 
ning, the vessel's stem swung rapidly. This 
was just what Bacon wanted. 

Watching his chance, the villain lowered the 
large power yawl that hung across the stem at 
davits. He jimiped in and disappeared in the 
darkness, as the fore-mast crajshed over to port, 
killing several Kanakas. 

Bacon tossed out a sea anchor, or drag, with 
which the boat was provided, while he cranked 
the engine and got it going on neutral. Then, 
as the squall abated somewhat, he cut away and 
chug-diugged to the leeward, guided by the 
flashes of lightning. At daybreak, he was 
picked up by a steamship bound to Tahiti. 
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CHAPTER XVIII 

Locating Tkeasube 

The first thing Bab realized when he came 
out of his superinduced sleep, was that he was 
aboard of a vessel and the vessel was sailing. 
He felt sick at the stomach, and weak and 
dizzy. He lay on deck in the bows. The 
schooner, for that, he noticed, was her rig, 
romped along close hauled on the starboard 
tack. It was very beautiful on the water, for 
the unbroken turquoise of the sky blended, as 
it can only blend in the tropics, with the deep 
indigo of the ocean at the horizon. 

As he lay there, trying to recall how it all 
came about, a bucketful of water took him full 
in the face. 

'"Gimi, now, I dink dot makes you qvick ged- 
ding up — ^huh? Ged aft, dere, undt see vhat 
der shendlemens vants. I likes me not der 
chob of kelner." 

Bab saw that the big German seaman meant 
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business, so he got on his feet and feebly fol- 
lowed the man toward a group who seemed to 
be having a social time aft near the taflf-rail. 
He recognized the gang as the one that had 
stolen the Islander. 

It was apparent that one whom they called 
Anton was skipper. At any rate, he drank 
sparingly, gave out all orders, and seemed 
anxious to have the others of the after guard, 
whom he treated as guests, or passengers, kept 
well supplied with refreshments. 

"Reinholdt," ordered Anton, "show the boy 
where everything is kept, and send him up with 
a basketful of Niersteiner and another box of 
cigars. He'll make a good kelner." 

Bab brought the load of long, narrow bottles, 
and then was told to go to the caboose, or gal- 
ley, and make himself useful to the cook imtil 
again wanted. He was wanted quite fre- 
quently, though, and when supper time came, 
he had to wait on the cabin ta;ble. After the 
cabin had been set to rights, there was the 
cook to help at washing dishes, and from him 
he gleaned a little information. 

"What's the name of this packet, anyhow?" 
Bab asked. 
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"He vas called der Marua undt Herr Berg- 
man shartered him." 

"Well, what is this — a yachting excursion, 
Doctor?" 

"Nein, nicht shust ecsakly. Idt vas more as 
brosbectors dhey vas to der islands going oudt 
— der shendlemens in der cabin." 

Bab imderstood the whole scheme now, for 
he had just seen the cell-keeper, with whom 
Bergman held the conversation, pass the galley 
door, and the cook corroborated it for he told 
him he was Herr Viemeister, the second mate. 

"But Where's the mate?" Bab asked. 

"Oh, Anton — ^he bin der mate. Aber he vas, 
shust now, der skeeper. Herr Bergman bin 
der prains imdt der boss from der whole shoot- 
ing-meister. Aber he don'd vas here, yet." 

Bab never saw so much hquor, nor so much 
food and tobacco consumed, in his life before; 
and he was kept busy waiting on the wants of 
the Teuton stomach imtil two bells of the morn- 
ing watch. But he was well rewarded, for his 
ears caught everything that was uttered in the 
cabin except when he was in the store-room fill- 
ing the basket. 

Of course nearly all their talk was in their 
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own language, but now and then, as the night 
wore on, and even the most seasoned worship- 
per of Gambrinus among them began to glow 
with the alcoholic fire within him, discretion 
would be forgotten. They came out, at times, 
quite blimtly. 

"For why," said Blumenthal, the moving 
picture man, "should I puy me a gold brick in 
der Bacific? If I bin in 'Leedle Oldt Nue 
York,' I gan puy him shust so easy an der 
Bowery!" 

"There's no gold brick business about it," 
assured Anton, who himself was now a little 
groggy. "I sh'U let you look down through a 
powerful water glass and see the wreck and 
the treasure. All we've got to do is to pool 
issues and raise her. Remember there are three 
himdred thousand poimds lying there that be- 
longs as much to us as it does to Max Fischer." 

Bab got an occasional glimpse at the com- 
pass, and when in the store-room jotted the 
course down from force of habit. 

With only slight changes in the course, to 
dodge coral reefs, the schooner made an island 
at the end of the third day and hove to imtil 
morning. 
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This night the party of prospective investors 
in the salvage operations grew very enthusias- 
tic, and Anton kept Bab on the jump bringing 
them wine, schnaaps and cordials. It was in 
the small hours of the morning when Anton so 
far forgot himself as to let drop the name of the 
island. 

"It's Ahangatou," he said, "and it swarms 
with savage natives." 

Daybreak found the large crew of husky 
Teutons hoisting a gatlin and a machine gun 
out of the hold. The gatlin was lashed on the 
small forecastle-head, or bow grating. Then, 
with Anton at the wheel, the passage through 
the reef barrier was entered. 

Still close hauled, with the crisp morning 
breeze sending her along swiftly, Anton made 
for a large indentation in the island that faced 
the reef entrance. 

"This island," he explained, "is shaped hke 
the letter L, and Fischer and his gang sank the 
schooner pretty well up in the cove. Bergman 
gave me the exact bearings." 

Not a human being was visible on either 
long arm of the island until the jib ran down 
its stay and the anchor splashed the smooth 
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water. Then, like ants from a hill, or as bees 
from a hive, the natives swarmed from the lux- 
uriant dark green foliage of the l^ill-sides, piled 
into their canoes, and yelling hideous war-cries 
plied their paddles and tried to surround the 
schooner, 

Anton swept the gatlin gun in a half circle, 
and hterally blew half of the flotilla, and its 
occupants, out of existence. Then, by way of 
variety, he went to the waist and exercised the 
machine gun. 

In ten minutes time, the survivors had dis- 
appeared and the boat was lowered for an ex- 
amination of the cove's bottom. 

The Papaete capitahsts got in with Anton; 
the large and powerful water glass was passed 
to them; they were ready to shove off, when 
Bleiler grumbled, 

"Going in der shmall boat oudt mit nodings 
to trinkl" I says: "Pring along dot poy's mit 
der basket." 

"Yaw, dot ist so," chorused the others. 
Thereupon Anton saw that their wishes were 
observed, and Bab went, too, to wait on them. 

"The last time I was here," reminisced An- 
ton, thoughtfully, "it was in company with 
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Bau — ^Bergman. We caime to see that no one 
had been here and we managed to grapple the 
booby hatch and lift it. It came floating to the 
sm*f ace. Directly imder the hatch-way, we saw 
plainly the gold, that had been melted into bars, 
and some of the silver." 

The men were much excited and Anton was 
visibly anxious to know that the treasure re- 
mained immolested. He forgot himself and 
talked aloud as he took his bearings. 

Bab, excited, too, controlled himself and con- 
centrated his mind at memorizing all the data 
that Anton uttered. 

"Here we are," at last cried the leader. 
"You can see her trucks with your bare eyes. 
They look to be only a few feet below the 
surface." 

^TTaw!" "Yaw!" "Yawl" "Yaw!" "Yaw!" 
came in excited profusion. 

"Ve can see der wreck ist dere, all right," 
offered Mahnheim, "but led's look der water- 
glass trough. Idt's der goldt imdt silver we're 
after!" 

The water-glass was rigged by Anton, with 
Bab and a sailor for helpers. Blumenthal was 
the first to look bottomward. 
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"Mein Gott, shendlemens," he excladmed, 
* Ve don'd vas bass dhis bropositions ofer 1 Der 
goldt iindt silber I see me in blain sight ! Dake 
a look, Mr- Bleiler." 

Bleiler looked and averred, 

"I'm in idt, imdt I sbeaks for Schriftgieser. 
He don't could gum, aber he's villing to go py 
mein shudgement." 

They all had a look and were so taken up at 
celebrating with the contents of the basket, that 
Bab looked for himself, unnoticed, and the ro- 
mantic sight gave him a thrill, also. 

No time was lost getting imder way, and 
with the wind over the port quarter, and with 
light hearts, and wine-soaked stomachs, the 
Papaete business men, of shady character, 
sailed joyfully homeward. 
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McKiNLEY Benjamin Coghill 

As the schooner neared the wharves of 
Papaete, Anton had a talk with Viemeister, 
the second mate, after which the latter went to 
the boy and said, 

"Idt's petter you're guming mit me along. 
Led's see how much pooze you got idt — der 
vine locker in." 

When they went into the storeroom, Vie- 
meister darted out again. He closed and 
locked the door. 

"Gee," exclaimed Bab to himself, "they not 
only shanghaied me here, but they intend to 
keep me prisoner! Wonder what my fate is 
to be, anyhow?" 

There was no rumble of chain cable, but the 
rattle of hanks and hoops, as the sails were 
lowered, was audible. As nearly as Bab could 
distinguish, for it was after dark, and the out- 
look from the one port in the cabin trunk was 
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limited, they lay alongside of a deeply-laden 
square rigger. 

The party did not hurry at getting ashore. 
They gathered in the cabin, where Anton kept 
their glasses constantly filled, Reinholdt was 
again the "kelner." 

Bab considered that, under the circum- 
stances, he was justified in eaves-dropping, and 
he took his ear away from the key-hole only 
when he knew the empty basket was being 
brought toward the storeroom door. 

After much drinking, singing, and clinking 
of glasses, the boy made out that checks were 
being drawn for which Anton was writing re- 
ceipts. The investors were now quite tipsy. 

"Vat you — ^hic — agoing — ^hic — do mit der 
poys?" asked Mahnheim. He — ^hic — ^knows all 
— 'hie — der goldt apoudt !" 

"Oh, I'll shanghai him in this lime-juice 
square rigger," answered Anton. "That's 
what I ran alongside of her for. She's been 
ready to sail to 'The Continent' for two weeks, 
now — can't get a crew. 

'TTou see I sh'U knock two rabbits over with 
the same bullet — get rid of the boy, who knows 
too much, and help Bergman at his own private 
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graft. Near as I can find out, Bergman's drag, 
and it's a fat one, would stop if the boy should 
accidentally meet someone or other who's in 
this part of the world," 

"For gracious sakes," thought Bab, when he 
heard this, "can it be that Uncle William is 
cleaning us out altogether, and is afraid I'll 
put Dad wise ? Looks so — darned if it doesn't 1 
But how in time he got hold of the newspaper 
clipping, that said Dad was lost — well that gets 
my goatl" 

There was a noisy leave-taking in the cabin, 
after which Anton called one of the crew and 
told him to watch the store-room door till six 
in the morning, when he would be relieved by 
another man whom he named. "If either of 
you," he declared, "let the boy get away, or 
talk to anyone, you'll be cut down in your share 
of the treasure. No>w tend to your job for I'm 
going up to Bleiler's gambling joint and win 
back the money I let those drunken pigs win 
from me." 

Bab felt that it would be extremely foolish 
to try and escape for some hours to come, so he 
lay down with his head near the door, where he 
could detect any noise like snoring. But the 
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boy was very tired and in spite of himself he 
soon dropped into a sound slumber. 

Daylight was streaming into the room when 
he awakened. Six bells were striking melodi- 
ously in the cabin. The morning bustle of a 
square-rigger in port came from alongside. 
The guard brought him his breakfast. 

After eating, Bab started to size up the situ- 
ation; but his attention was taken from it 
almost immediately by a conversation that was 
being held, abreast of his port, on the square- 
rigger. 

"I never saw the equal of 'im," declared the 
ship's first officer. "And although seven bells 
'ave just gone, I'll lay a bob 'e'll not only be 
'ere, but 'e'll 'ave the bloomin' breakfast smok- 
in' 'ot on the saloon table at precisely 'ight by 
the clock." 

" 'E sure is a wonder," agreed the other, an 
apprentice of seventeen, or there about. " 'E's 
always lyte getting 'ere — 'aving so many other 
things to 'tend to — ^but nothing f eazes 'im. Ten 
to one 'e'll do as you s'y, and sell a parrot or 
two, or tryde for second-'and clothing, as well, 
while 'e's jolly well doing it. It's two weeks 
since our cook ran away 'n' this caterer chap 
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can not only cook all over 'im but 'e never fails 
of 'aving meals served at 'ight, twelve, and five, 
to the minute." 

This talk was now drawn to a close by the 
arrival of the person imder discussion. 

" 'Ow are yer?" greeted a slight man of 
thirty, with a pleasant, boyish face, who had 
leaped aboard on the other side of the ship and 
had darted into the galley. "Thought you'd 
get left for breakfast at 'ight, didn't you? But 
you don't 'alf know McKinley Benjamin 
Cog'ill." 

Thereupon, pots, pans and dishes went 
through almost ventriloquistic gyrations, Mr. 
Coghill, meanwhile, taking orders from a group 
of sailors and apprentices, who swarmed with 
tin plates and panikins in hand at each galley 
door. 

"A parrot for Haskins," repeated the sfaore 
cook, as he tossed an omelet high in air, "a 
cockatoo for Grimsby, a poimd o' bird seed for 
Shepard, hand a suit o' blue serge for Phinney. 
There, boys, that's jolly well hentered in my 
mental note book. I never 'ad time for writing, 
so I trained my memory. Your borders '11 get 
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filled as soon as I get in touch with one of my 
strikers/' 

Bah saw a delectable, parsley-trimmed, 
breakfast carried aft at just seven-fifty. Five 
minutes later, the lightning culinary artist was 
attending to the sailors. Before the deep-toned 
ship's bell, at the after-edge of the forecastle- 
head, had struck eight times, every plate and 
panikin had disappeared with its owner from 
the galley. 

" 'Baout time for McKinley Benjamin to 
look after 'is own wants," now came from the 
galley. Then, still talking to hunself , this re- 
markable mixture of cook and trader said, 
"Small sirloin, jelly homelet, muffins and cof- 
fee — ^that just abaout 'its the *Johny Hall- 
sort's 'om they call 'Cog'ill'." 

The pleasant face grew even pleasanter 
when the sirloin (they had none aft) was eaten 
and as the cook finished eating and lighted his 
pipe, Bab made up his mind to signal him. 

Before doing so, however, he took the pre- 
caution to hold a small mirror in such a way 
that he could see what was going on forward 
and aft on the schooner. This worked admir- 
ably and disclosed that the man left to guard 
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him was lying down under an awning at the 
bow of the vessel. 

Bab wrote a brief statement of how he was 
being unlawfully detained and that he was to 
be shanghaied on the square-rigger. He crum- 
pled this into a ball and when the mirror showed 
that the man forward was not looking, he 
tossed it deftly and hit the cook squarely in 
the eye. 

"G'blyme!" exclaimed that gentleman, at 
the same time catching a glimpse of Bab's face, 
with a finger at the mouth for silence. Then 
the quick-witted fellow took a look at mirrors 
that he had himg up several days before near 
the port and starboard doors to the galley. 

Finding the coast clear, so to speak, he read 
the note but was interrupted just as he finished 
reading it. He put it in the galley fire. 

"The old man wishes you'd 'elp us find out 
w'o it is that's bringing liquor aboard 'ere and 
supplying the sailors." It was the mate speak- 
ing. "We're short 'anded, as you jolly well 
know. We need every bit of their hefiiciency." 

"It is a bit strynge — I've noticed that they 
keep pretty well soused," sympathized the smil- 
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^S Coghill. "I'll 'ave a heye open and try to 
find aout abaht it." 

Before the mate went aft, a lad of some six- 
teen or seventeen jumped aboard, nimbly, and 
entered the galley with a cage containing a par- 
rot. When the mate was gone, the lad pro- 
duced bottle after bottle from the pockets of 
his clothing. Then he departed, but soon reap- 
peared with a cockatoo, some bird seed, and a 
suit of clothes in a cardboard box. 

Bab was much amused in spite of the predica- 
ment he was in, for the galley soon swarmed 
with customers. 

The sales were bona fide, but no actual 
money changed hands. Coghill merely had the 
boy messenger charge a large price in a note- 
book for each bird, or other article ordered, and 
the purchaser got a bottle of Australian red 
rum along with it. Each man's bill would be 
paid by the captain before the ship sailed, and 
deducted from the sailor's wages at the end of 
the voyage. 

Several other boys came and went during the 
day; some with second-hand goods, othe] 
birds, fruit, souvenirs. This, with the pi 
tion and serving of dinner, kept the genifi 
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hill busy. He smiled reassuringly, however, to 
Bab occasionally, and at a little after four in 
the afternoon, when there was a lull in his rami- 
fications, he snatdied a calendar oflF the bulk- 
head, scrawled something with a lump of soft 
Newcastle coal and held it up for Bab's benefit. 

It read, in large letters : 

"Trust mel" and was thrust at once into the 
galley fire. 
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AFeiend 

Bab's keeper brought him his supper at five 
o'clock. After eating, the lad, perched on wine 
cases, watched the versatile, and ubiquitous, 
Coghill through the port hole, 

Coghill, the boy gathered, not only had the 
regular ship's supper to cook, but he was com- 
missioned by the first and second mates to pre- 
pare and serve a banquet in the saloon at a 
later hour. This was to be a reciprocal enter- 
tainment to the oflScers of another British 
vessel. 

If the pots, pans, and dishes danced in the 
morning, they fairly flew that night. Their 
manipulator, meanwhile, keeping up a witty 
flow of sallies at the sailors, and selling them 
rum which would be charged to most anything 
else under the sun. 

When the sailors went forward with the 
bottles, Coghill gave Bab a signal to keep back 
from the port. Then he was gone for a moment 
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but reappeared with Bab's, keeper. The boy- 
saw them enter the galley where the caterer 
entertained the watchman. 

"Naow," said Coghill, loudly, so Bab could 
hear, "You just shove on this white jacket 
and 'elp me serve this feed of eats, and I'll p'y 
you well for it — ^you'll jolly well do it — I know 
you will." 

The half tipsy guard mumbled some sort of 
excuse, but the tactful cook passed a tumbler 
to him, holding the white jacket open in an in- 
sistent manner, the while. 

Coghill, and his half willing helper, made 
several trips aft with heavily-laden trays of rare 
and costly food, and finally, at nine o'clock they 
began serving the banquet. 

Bab, who had grown tired of sitting perched 
on his box, was lying down on the deck, or floor, 
when, just as the cabin clock struck three bells, 
a light shone through the key-hole and some- 
one tapped on the door. 

"What's up? Who is it?" asked Bab. 

"A friend, to the very letter," was the 
answer. "Just stand clear, and I'll smajsh that 
door to splinters." 

Crash 1 

148 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



A Friend 

The door burst open and a heavy tallow- 
wood capstan-bar fell into the room. 

"Hustle out," said the person who had 
wielded it. "Just follow me and put this cloak 
and hat on as you go. I don't dare stay to 
light another match." 

Bab did as he was told and even in the dark- 
ness sensed that it was a disguise of women's 
clothing. At the rail, the stranger, gallantly, 
helped his companion aboard the larger vessel. 
In the same manner they gained the wharf, 
where by common, but unspoken consent, they 
saimtered casually townward. 

Keeping always in the shadows of ware- 
houses, and other buildings, they reached a 
small road which skirted the back yards of 
buildings that faced the main street. After a 
little, they turned up a narrow alley, where 
the guide unlocked a side door and they stepped 
into a small hall-way. 

"Now," said the stranger, "you can take off 
that hat with safety. It must be hot — it has a 
wig of long hair sewed into it." 

"Hot is right," declared Bab, as he followed 
up the dimly-lighted stairs and into a room at 
the back of the house. He threw the cloak and 
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hat onto a chair as his unknown deliverer put 
a match to a large kerosene lamp on the centre 
table. 

"Great Scott 1" ejaculated Bab, as his host 
turned toward him. 

"Bab Haskinsl" exclaimed the other, as they 
grabbed hands, wildly excited. "You didn't 
expect to meet Arthur Friend so soon again, 
did you? But how in thunder 'd you get to this 
part of the world? I heard you sailed for 
England I'' 

Bab told his story up to date, then he 
queried, 

"And you — ^A. Friend — ^you sure are one — 
spin your yam.'' 

"Whole thing in a small bunt is : The heavy 
tugging and lifting in a stealm-schooner didn't 
hit my fancy. One trip was enough when I 
shipped in a lime-juice square-rigger for New- 
castle. She got hove down and had to put in 
here for repairs. As there was next to nothing 
to eat in her, and as there wasn't much money 
coming to me — ^the 'dead horse' had just been 
worked out — ^why, I hid in the moimtains. 
When she left, I went on a trading cruise with 
a Cap'n Fischer." 

150 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



A Friend 

"These islands are all right — ^the best place 
in the world, the way times are now. Crowds 
are flocking here because there are a hundred 
and one ways to get a living. But I'm leaving 
in the morning to be gone a few weeks — ^there's 
big money in it. You'll find several other 
yoimg fellows, though, w*hom Coghill be- 
friended. We've been keeping house, up 
stairs, here, and I've been tending the 'Johny 
All-Sorts,' and the bird shop on the street 
floor." 

"Well, I haven't seen very much of Mr. Cog- 
hill, yet," Bab said, "but I've seen enough to 
know that his sympathies are with the under 
dogi" 

"You've said it, Bab — ^he's with the under 
dog every time. And he told me he'd hide you 
here as long as you have to stay hidden." 

"That's very good of him, Arthur, and he'll 
find me very grateful. But say: Next to find- 
ing Father, I'm awfully anxious to locate the 
old professor. Have you seen anything of any 
such person?" 

^'Why, yes. I just bet he's the queer party 
who tried to take me in tow last night at Schrif t- 
gieser's. I went there on an errand for Coghill, 
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and this tall, thin, old guy grabbed me by the 
arm as I came out of the oflSce and said, in a 
sort of tremble, or rumble: 

" 'My deah fellow, will you join me in a 
social — * " 

"That was the professor 1" yelled Bab, inter- 
rupting. "But pardon me, Arthur, can you 
find him?" 

"Yes, he's stopping at the hotel, and 
although he's pretty well pickled, most of the 
time, he seems very much concerned over a — 
Oh, I see it now. Why didn't I think of it be- 
fore? The white sloop, that he keeps two 
watchmen on, is yours. You're the young fel- 
low he's himting for." 

"If you're sure he can be easily foimd, Ar- 
thur, why, heave away. What else about that 
'social' business?" 

"Oh, he said 'social glass.' I told him lemon- 
ade was my strongest tipple. Thereupon he 
began praising me for it and as we were pass- 
ing a table on the veranda, he said: 

" 'My deah fellow, pray be seated. Allow me 
to assure you I nevah could mingle with com- 
mon people. You, sir, are a person of refine- 
ment; a person of distinction; it will give me 
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great pleasure to have you join me in a social 
drink/ 

"He went on in a similar strain, and before I 
could get away from him he made the very 
startling annoimcement: 

" 'Drinking, my deah fellow, is a fine-art. I 
always know when to desist. When I feel that 
I have had enough, I cut it oflF as though it 
were done with a knife, for I do not care to feel 
ill the next morning.* 

"The joke about the whole thing was that, 
later in the evening, he was seen drinking with 
one of the roughest and commonest of the large 
army of beach-combers. And he whittled the 
*art' of drinking so 'fine' that Schriftgieser and 
two porters had to carry him off, imdress him, 
and put him to bed. He must have been very 
ill this morning.'' 

"He sure must have been," agreed Bab. "I 
discovered his only failing the night I first saw 
him. But, do you know, he controlled his han- 
kering splendidly, after that. He seemed to 
think so much of my good opinion that pride 
kept him straight. But what do you say, 
Arthur — ^will you fetch the dear old soul?" 

"I sure will. Buddy." 
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Twenty minutes later Bab heard voices and 
steps from the stair-way. Then in darted the 
professor, followed by Coghill and Arthm*. 

"My deah fellow," exclaimed the professor, 
who was reasonably sober, "I must embrace 
youl" Then, after hugging Bab, in Eiu^opean 
style, "I assure you, my deah boy, it seems ages 
ago — om- parting on board the Cape Pigeon. 
And you, my deah Coghill, pray accept again 
my thanks for your kindness in liberating this 
yoimg man." 

"Harthur, 'ere, did the liberyting. Pro- 
fessor." 

"Yes, yes, my deah sir, I quite understand 
his part of it. You must s^hare my thanks 
equally." 

"Arthur tells me," began Bab, "that you 
found the Islander , and that you keep her well 
guarded." 

"Yes, Babson, and she is uninjiu'ed. The 
person who had her, purchased in good faith. 
He was loath to part with her, yet, when I 
convinced him that upon his return to Papaete 
she would be siezed, he relinquished all claims 
to her. I reimbiu^ed him the amount that he 
paid the scamps." 
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"Professor, you're good as gold I But I shall 
pay you back r 

"Babson, my deah fellow, pray do not men- 
tion it. You forget that we owe her presence, 
here, to the staimchness and speed of the gal- 
lant little craft, — ^the result of your skilful 
efforts. I shall exact payment, some time, 
from the miscreants who stole her. But, by 
the way, my deah boy: The agent sent me 
word tonight, that our copra is sold. I will 
bring your half here tomorrow." 

"The money will come at just the right time, 
sir. I shall fit out for a trading cruise among 
the islands and hunt for my father.'' 

"And my botanical searching can be pursued 
at the same time. If agreeable, my deah fellow, 
I will go with you." 

"Hurrah — ^you just bet — agreeable every 
time!" 

"Gee — ^wish I could go, too!" Arthur sighed. 

"Well, why not do so?" suggested the profes- 
sor. 

" 'E's promised to gaow as mechanician to 
that wealthy Englishman w'o's flying from 
Sydney to The Stytes," Coghill explained. "I 
suppose you've all 'card that 'e landed 'ere yes- 
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terd'y and is leaving at d'y-fcryke tomorrow 
morning. I shall miss Harthnr in the bird shop 
and at tending the Johny Hall-Sorts, but 
there's big money in it, and 'e's coming back — 
'ey, Harthur?" 

"You bet, Mr. .Coghill, I wouldn*t agree to 
go till the aviator said he was scheduled to come 
back. But there's another person signing on 
from here." 

"That sao?" said Coghill. 

"Yes. You see he had two assistants. One 
hurt his hand and the other took sick. The 
aviator told me that he had found a fellow 
named Bergman who had experience during 
the war. But there — I forgot myself — ^the 
man, who seems to be prosperous, doesn't want 
his name mentioned, for business reasons, and 
I'veblarteditoutr 

"And a darned good thing you *blarted it 
outl' " averred Bab, warmly. 

Thereupon, Bab told all he knew to date 
about Bergman and his villainy, adding, at 
the end, 

"I wish I had Arthur's job — that is, of 
course, assuming, that I'd already found 
Father, and that Bergman didn't know me. 
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I'd follow the rascal across the continent to 
Boston, for that's where he's bound. Fd eaves- 
drop, and then some. I'd get proof of just 
what's in the wind." 

"Well, why can't I do it for you?" suggested 
Arthur. 

"Capital I Grand 1" exclaimed the professor. 
"I have ample fimds in San Francisco. I will 
go for my check book at the hotel." 

The man of science returned in a few minutes 
and signed his name to several blank cheeks 
made payable to cash. He passed them to 
Arthur and said, "My deah yoimg friend, in 
the vernacular of our beloved America, 'Go to 
it 1' Use your own discretion to trap this Berg- 
man and the person by whom he is employed. 
If need be, use all of my California fimds. 
There are twenty thousand dollars on deposit 
there. In behalf of Babson, and the good 
father, whom they try so hard to keep apart, 
I wish you luck. My deah fellow, your hand 1" 

"When the professor cyme in with the check 
book," reminded Coghill, "you were jolly well 
tellin' abaht reading a vessel's nyme. Spin the 
rest o' that yam." 

"Oh, yes. It was then that I felt so drowsy 
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I had to muster all the will power I possessed. 
The last thing I remember doing was to read 
the name 'Nettie HasJdns^ and to sort of 
mumble, 'Mother's namel' " 

"Great Scot I" ejaculated Coghill. "Are you 
Cap'n Tom 'Askins' son?'' 

"Sure thing." 

"One of my best customers. S'ys the Hall- 
Sorts reminds 'im of the haoutfitters' shops on 
Dimcan St. at 'ome. Wouldn't think of tryd- 
ing with anyone else than McKinley Benjamin 
Coghill when 'e's in this part of the world. But 
s'y, 'e's overdue. 'E was only goin' on a short 
trip to Tahuata in the Marquesas and back. 
I'll lay a bob, or two, the same blauke w'o 'ad 
you doped 'as dealt 'im foul pl'y. I'll let the 
boys run things 'ere and I'll go 'imting for 'im 
with you." 

"Hurrah for Mr. CoghiUl" Bab yelled. 

"I assure you, sir, you are the sort of man 
that I admire," was the professor's com- 
mendation. 

"You'll find the commissary department all 
to the good," grinned Arthur. "But, now, I 
shall have to bid you all good night because I 
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must feel fresh for the dash to the Marquesas in 
the morning." 

Arthur's hand was nearly shaken from his 
body, as the farewells were spoken, for it was 
agreed that it would be impolitic for the party 
to be present when the aeroplane started. 
Bergman must not be allowed to know that his 
aerial shipmate was acquainted with them. 

"How long will it take to get the Islander 
ready?'' Bab asked, as Arthur's foot-falls grew 
faint in the stairway. 

"I will undertake, my deah fellow, to have 
her provisioned and ready for sea in three days. 
Meanwhile, it were best for you to remain here 
in seclusion." 

"Yes," laughed Bab. "But, perhaps, I shall 
be a nuisance — ^how about it, Mr. Coghill?" 

" 'Nuisance?' Nobody yet ever knew any- 
think to bother McKinley Benjamin Coghill I" 
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The "Maeua*' Puts to Sea 

Anton wished his confederate, Bergman, 
success, 5aw him soar away through the upper 
sky; then he muttered to himself, 

"Might as well see what Schriftgieser can do 
for a breakfast — ^it's hardly worth while to turn 
in again/' 

He had just finished his curried chicken with 
rice, and was topping oflF on bread and mar- 
malade when the night watch from the Mama 
stepped onto the veranda. 

"What's up, now?" scowled Anton. 

"Der poys geds der room oudt. I don'd can 
found him somewhere!" 

"What, you — pig 1 You've been asleep when 
you were set on watch — I'll take it out o' you, 
you see if I don't. What in time are you stand- 
ing there for? Why don't you roimd up the 
gang — scour 'this man's town' till you find 
himi" 
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The men got together although all except 
Anton were in a very dtissipated condition. 
They searched in groups but Bab could not be 
found. In the afternoon, the search was given 
up. They went aboard the schooner. 

"Berhaps dot poys hides in der vhite-bainted 
shloop, yet," suggested Viemeister. 

"Nonsense,'' retorted Bergman. "I hired a 
boy to carry a basket of vegetables there and 
say that he was sent by the old professor. The 
kid was all over the craft and he saw no other 
boy." 

"Veil, vhat you do apoud idt?" 

"What we shall do is this: Put to sea at 
once and make for Matahiva, the western-most 
of the islands. The man who's making the fly- 
ing trip told Bergman, last night, that a Cap'n 
Hajskins, and crew, who were wrecked on 
Arutua, were taken off that island by the large 
steam yacht that carried him and his flying- 
machine to Australia. The cap'n, who had 
plenty of money in the bank at Sydney, bought 
a brand new schooner and it's up to us to take 
him prisoner. He's the father of this boy who 
gave us the slip. And Bergman says he'll pay 
us well to keep father and son from meeting." 
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"Dot's der shtuff/' chorused the outlaws. 
"Undt Bergman'll have to gum across mit der 
money I" 

In an hour's time Point Venus was growing 
small, and, when the brief tropical twilight fell, 
the towering mountains of Tahiti were merely 
an undefined, dark, blur astern. 

The Marua was a good sailer and at day- 
break, two days later, she cut through the en- 
trance into the lagoon at Matahiva, where she 
lay to with jib trimmed to windward. 

The yawl-boat was lowered from the stem 
davits and Anton went ashore. But he re- 
turned, soon, and they continued the search. 

"He was here, several days ago — so they 
told me. He's got a large auxiliary schooner 
and she's well stocked for trading. He's taking 
in the principal islands of the group, so we shall 
be almost sure to find him." 

Finding him was not so easy, though. They 
zig-zagged for many days until the easterly end 
of the thickly scattered part of the Tuamotu 
Group was nearly reached. At last, they were 
approaching Aki-Aki, from which arose a thin 
column of smoke, when the man at the fore 
cross-trees shouted, 
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"Andeck,dherer' 

"Hello, yourself," answered Anton, "What 
is it?" 

"Dhere bin a fine schooner inside der reef, 
and der no'deast side; aber der glass don'd vas 
show any beoples an her." 

Anton went up and satisfied himself that 
the schooner answered the descriptions given 
him by the various islanders whom he had 
interrogated. 

On reaching the deck he had the gatlin gun 
rigged, for, he declared, 

"This island has always been supposed to 
swarm with hostile natives. Only five years 
ago a ship was wrecked here and her whole 
crew was eaten." 

"Goot ting dot Gustav was cooking, der 
galley in," opined Viemeister. "If der canni- 
bals could shpot dheir lamps an him vunce, 
dhey'd gum here oudt lif ely. I dinks me he'd 
make dhem a goot dinner." 

Anton went as close to the outside of the reef 
as he dared, hove his vessel to, and, leaving her 
in charge of two men, the rest heavily armed 
themselves and rowed in through the siu'f at 
an entrance. 
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Now, they were through and the boat crossed 
the clear, dark green water which wajs in 
marked contrast with the deep blue of the outer 
ocean. They neared the island but Anton's 
glajss detected no other sign of habitation than 
the smoke that seemed to waft upward from 
somewhere in the interior. 

The boat's bow grated on the beach. They 
got out and, cautiously, made their way 
through an opening in the thick foliage. This 
disclosed a path that wajs quite well worn. 
They followed it for an eighth of a mile inland. 

"Hushl" silenced Anton, suddenly, his fin- 
gers over his mouth. "Creep on," he whis- 
pered, as he swerved to the right of the path 
into the thick jungle. 

Anton had been leading, and had seen a 
grewsome sight. He, and his followers, 
squirmed up a slight elevation from which, as 
they lay on their stomachs, they could look 
down. 

They saw a large circle of open-work huts, 
rudely thatched with the leaves of the cocoa- 
nut palm. Directly opposite them, there was 
a hut larger than the others in front of which 
squatted a large, fat, elderly savage who ap- 
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peared to be the king. He was surrounded by 
a circle of his dark-skinned followers all of 
whom were naked from the waist up. 

A huge fire burned in the centre of the clear- 
ing, which was kept fed by a tall, thin, white 
man. He was urged on at his task by frequent 
thrusts from spears in the hands of the savages 
who kept up a monotonous chant. 

As Anton and his crowd peered down, fas- 
cinated, the chief mumbled something to one of 
his henchmen, and a prisoner was led before 
him. He jabbed his thumbs into the man's 
ribs, as a house-wife thumbs beef when market- 
ing. "Himmell" exclaimed Anton, under his 
breath, "that's—" 

Bang! 

A cannon boomed from the opposite side of 
the island from which Anton's party had come. 

Every savage grabbed his spear and king and 
all made for a path that led in the direction 
whence the sound had come. They drove the 
white man who had tended the fire along with 
them but the other captive was left behind. 

Anton leaped down between two huts. He 
raced around the roaring fire. He cut the 
prisoner's bonds. 
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A hasty retreat wajs now in order, and with- 
out meeting man or beast the beach and the 
boat were gained. They rowed in safety to the 
schooner. 
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CHAPTER XXII 

The Antics of a Sea-cook 

Four days later the Marua shot alongside 
the wharf at her home port of Papaete. The 
furling of her sails, though, was not finished 
when Anton went below, seated himself at the 
cabin table, and sent for the cook. Confined 
in the same storeroom that had held his son 
so recently. Captain Haskins was an easy 
hearer of the conversation that ensued. 

"Now, Gustav," said the captain, protem, 
"take paper and pencil, listen to what I tell 
you, and — mark it downf^ 

With a deep gutteral "Yaw," and an "Ox- 
cuse me, I'm back gumming bretty soon quick," 
the mammoth Teuton puffed up the cabin 
stairs. 

Anton, sitting in deep thought, drumming 
the table with his fingers the while, failed to 
fully sense Gustav's reply. In twenty minutes 
he exclaimed, aloud, 
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"Where in — 's that fat pig !" At the end of 
a half hour, he went on deck. 

Inquiries brought out that the cook had gone 
up town for fresh meat, vegetables, and some 
odds and ends of small stores of which he had 
run out. Thereupon, Anton sat on the edge of 
the house-top, under the awning, that had been 
stretched, and awaited the truant cook. 

Presently Captain Haskins, who was look- 
ing out of the storeroom port, spied the person 
in question painfully trudging down the wharf 
with a huge basket of provisions hanging from 
each hand. The sweat was streaming down his 
moon-shaped face, and it dropped from the end 
of his nose. 

Now, the pair of legs, that had darkened the 
port, ceased to swing. Their owner slid from 
his seat on the cabin edge and stood on his feet. 
He waited until the men, lounging on deck, 
forward, helped the cook aboard. Then he 
bellowed, 

"Gustav, come aft." 

Master and man went below. 

"I think I told you, 'take paper and pencil, 
listen to what I tell you, and — mark it down/ '* 

"Yaw, yaw, dot ist so. I'm daking der baper 
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undt der bencil, alreaty, undt der baskets mit- 
long, undt I'm going to der 'market down.' " 

"Gustav," declared the skipper, with a string 
of oaths that can well be left out, "you're a 
fooll" 

"Yaw," grinned the cook, "aber I don'd bin 
so dam fool I look." 

"Perhaps not," Anton muttered, half to him- 
self. "At any rate your stupid looks will throw 
them off their guard. But here — here's what 
I want you to do: 

"Go over to Max Fischer's vessel and sign on 
as cook. Their cook wajs taken ashore to the 
hospital last night. You can keep us posted 
about their moves if you take his place — 
sarvy?" 

"Yaw, I sarvy Fischer, all righdt — I bipes 
dhemoff." 

"Yes, pipe them off. Now, get your con- 
founded, fat, old, carcass out o' here and leave 
me alone." 

Within an hour, a very fat Teuton was 
rowed by a native boatman out to Fischer's 
schooner, the Tairapu. 

"Well, what is your business, pray?" asked 
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the late lieutenant of the former kaiser's navy. 

"I likes to ged me a chob, alreaty. I bin a 
gook." 

"A cook? Lord love you, my man, you'd 
fill my galley. You wouldn't have room to 
work, even if you could get inside." 

"I geds from der oudtside inside, you bet," 
prattled the applicant, cheerfully. "Undt I 
dells you dot mine rice mit tomato soup der bin 
no flies on. Undt vhen you eadts mine lever- 
glace undt pfankuchen you says by your seluf . 
*Was machen die Deutschen? Ach, dhey bin 
allrighdtl'" 

"Well, old slush tub, go to it," ordered 
Fischer, mirthfully. "We'll see what kind of 
hash you can sling. There'll be two guests, 
tonight. We dine iat seven. And remember 
you'll have to serve us yourself. Steward and 
cook are one on this vessel." 

Wherefore, Gustav went to the caboose, or 
galley, and straightway began singing and 
cooking himself into sudden fame. 

Promptly at seven, the new culinary artist, 
dressed in snowy white, passed behind the cabin 
chairs and served the most tempting and savory 
plates of soup that, at the moment, any of them 

170 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



The Antics of a Sea-cook 

could recall. But his masterpiece wajs what he 
called, "Schweinebratenmit Sauerkraut." This 
was a nicely browned roast of pork with boiled 
fermented cabbage. True to his promise, the 
leverglace (liver dumplings) were on the scene 
and the meal ended with the pf ankuchen, coffee 
and Schweizerkase. 

The table being cleared and the dishes car- 
ried forward by a boy, Gustav was kept busy 
serving wine. At ten the guests were rowed 
ashore, but Fischer and his two mates lingered 
over the flowing bowl. The steward was told 
to remain. 

"Himmel," exclaimed Fischer, after drink- 
ing for three or four hours, "if we succeed, when 
the outfit arrives, I'll give a dinner, here, for 
ten. Wonder if the table will accommodate 
them all? Gustav, there's a rule on the dresser 
in my room — ^measure." 

"Oxcuse me," gutteralled Gustav. He 
puffed up the cabin stairs. 

Fischer filled the three glasses, during the 
cook's unexpected absence, then, as they 
clinked glasses, with a "zum wohl sein" from 
each, Gustav retin^ned. He carried an immense 
carving knife in his hand. 
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"What's that for?" leered the convivial 
captain. 

"You said, 'Gustav — ^Messer/ undt I pring 
der Messer, yet." 

" *Messer?' ha — ^ha — ^ha — " roared the three. 

"Yes, Messer's the German for knife, all 
right," declared Fischer. "But we want to 
know how long the table is." 

"Veil," rejoined Gustav, slowly, and with as 
stupid an expression on his placid face ajs he 
could assume, "why didn't you say so?" 

Two o'clock, the next afternoon found the 
Tairapu outward bound. Fischer had ostenta- 
tiously spread the news about town that he was 
going on a trading cruise. 

In an hour or two Point Venus was dropping 
astern and the apparently simple minded cook 
and steward took note when he passed the bin- 
nacle that they were steering a coin-se straight 
for Faaite, one of the Tuamotus — a coral 
island. As he came up from the cabin, after 
finishing some task there, Fischer said, 

"I knew you were with Anton Pfeffer in the 
Marua. How came you to leave him and sign 
with me?" 

*^Vell, idt vas like dhis: Anton was a mean 
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oldt hunks. He's sheating der beoples an der 
price when he buys pearls, undt copra, undt 
vhen he don'd vas buy he shteals, I, mine seluf , 
bin an honest man. I go not some more mit 
Anton." 

"GroodI" bellowed Fischer, slapping his stew- 
ard on the back. "An honest man's the kind I 
want. You'll find the Tairapu holds an aggre- 
gation of honest men. If you stick to Max 
Fischer, you'll have pearls and share up in 
enough copra, and other stuff, to satisfy you for 
life. Here's to honesty gentlemen — prosit I" 

"Prosit," echoed Gustav, as with simulated 
stupidity he picked up a large goblet of wine 
and drained it at one gulp. 

This breach of sea-etiquette — a cook presum- 
ing to drink with the captain and officers on the 
quarter-deck — struck them as very amusing. 
Fischer winked to his mates and they plied the 
man with liquor. 

Gustav knew his part and played it well. He 
began to act decidedly tipsy. He did the most 
nonsensical things. He even called for waltz 
music, and when the second mate, at a nod from 
the captain, produced a violin, the commander 
was hugged as though in the embrace of a huge 
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grizzly bear, and whirled around on the deck. 

Supper time came and with it a marvelous 
meal, for a drunken man to have cooked — Gus- 
tav was surely shamming. He trotted behind 
the chairs in the cabin. He fairly outraged the 
English language. With his moon-face twisted 
to all kinds of grimaces, he leered insolently, 
and drunkenly, as they winked to one another 
and urged him to have more liquor. 

Finally, when the meal was nearly over, he 
collapsed in a heap on a velvet divan. He was 
too heavy for them to bother with. They let 
him lie there till morning. 

"Good as the movies — ^this buffoon you've 
shipped, Cap'n." Thus opined von Getner, the 
chief mate. 

"Yes, it'll make the days seem shorter while 
we're waiting for our outfit," added Vogelberg, 
the junior officer. "By the way, sir, don't you 
think it's pretty nearly time we heard some- 
thing?" 

"Yes, gentlemen, when we get back from 
picking out a meeting place for the Sydney tug 
and the lighters, it'll be about time to expect 
something definite. The last letter said the 
diving boat had been down forty fathoms, but 
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that she showed signs of weakening from the 
enormous pressure. They were in hopes to 
soon make the fifty-fathom descent with an 
improved and heavier-built model/' 

"But when she's perfected, how long will it 
take to get her here?" asked von Getner. 

"One month from Stettin to the 'West Coajst' 
— ^Valparaiso or Iquique — " Fischer estimated, 
"then, by chartered sailing vessel, to the meet- 
ing place that we're going to pick out. Five 
weeks would be average time for that passage," 

Gustav made much display of a white hand- 
kerchief which he wore bound around his head 
the next morning. He wet it from time to time 
with cold water. He complained incessantly. 

"Mine Gott," he exclaimed, "I haf vun most 
derrible Katzen j amer I Idt vas all rig'hdt — der 
Gambrinusf est, dot I ged mit mine seluf to- 
geder. Aber der Kopfweh — ach, I dink I go 
like I bin grazy!" 

All day the schooner reeled off eight knots, 
close hauled on the starboard tack. At ten in 
the evening, they lay to off the entrance to 
Faaite. 

The lovely tropical morning found the 
schooner dashing through the entrance into the 
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lagoon of the ring-shaped chain of islands. 
Fischer, himself, conned the wheel, and Gustav 
found work to do polishing the brass rails to the 
companionway ladder. 

"Humph — ^this place won't dol" the leader 
grunted. "Too far from the scene of opera- 
tions, for one thing, and a little too public for 
another. We'll out o' here and try Makemo." 

Evening found the schooner sailing boldly 
through the northwest entrance to Makemo's 
ellipticaJly belt-shaped double row of reefs and 
chain of islands. The anchor was let go. They 
remained till morning. 

Daylight failed to reveal a place suited to 
the leader's fancy, so again he sailed, but out 
through the other entrance toward the eastern 
end of the enclosure. 

Late in the afternoon the schooner reached 
a smaller but similar chain of double coral reefs 
and chain of islands. Gustav managed to hear 
Fischer say it was Taenga. 

"This place would do," he averred, "but I'm 
pretty sure that Raroia, some fifty-five miles, 
or so, east no'theast of us will suit us better. 
We'll rim over there in the morning." 

At eleven the next forenoon, the Taiarapu 

176 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



The Antics of a Sea-cook 

glided from the sparkling deep indigo of the 
Pacific through Raroia's entrance into the dark 
green waters of the lagoon. 

Wine and merriment were abmidant at the 
noonday meal which Gustav served to the 
officers mider the awning aft near the wheel. 
Fischer, especially, was in high glee. 

"Ideal place," he commented, waving his fork 
toward the heavily wooded point of land, behind 
which he had just let his anchor go. "I could 
live the remainder of my days amongst such 
loveliness. But the best thing about it is : pass- 
ing vessels are not likely to notice our fleet when 
it's assembling here. Those cocoanut palms are 
so high the spars will hardly be distinguished 
from outside." 

"How far do you call it," asked von Getner, 
"to the scene of real operations?" 

"Oh, less than a hundred miles." 

"Then by all means this should be our as- 
sembhng place," was the opinion of Vogelberg. 

An excursion on shore, where a boat load of 
fruit was picked, took up the afternoon, and at 
daybreak, next morning, the passage back 
began. 

The dull appearing cook, in his double 
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capacity of steward, as well, had learned most 
of what Anton wanted to know. Nearly all the 
conversation, he had listened to, had been in 
German — his native tongue. He was right, if 
somewhat inelegant, when he said: 
"I don'd bin so dam fool I lookl" 
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Beegman Visits the Hub 

"My word, but these are ideal conditions," 
remarked Sir Graham Blair-Smith, as he 
greeted his two aerial companions, the morning 
when Anton saw them oflF. Everything in 
working order. Friend?" 

"All in perfect order. Sir Graham." 

The three voyagers strapped themselves into 
their places in the fuselage; a TaJutian boat- 
man gave the propellers a whirl each; then the 
giant bird-like machine, with a roar and a hum, 
swished along on the waters of peaceful 
Papaete Harbor. 

Faster, still faster, it rushed. Now, it merely 
skimmed the surface. Now it was lifting clear. 
Up, up, it climbed, higher and yet higher till it 
circled once or twice over the town, by way of 
proving that all was well with its mechanism. 
Then, waving the cross of Great Britain, and 
releasing a harmless bomb, for salute. Sir Gra- 
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ham headed in a bee line for the Marquesas, en 
route for Honolulu. 

Little more than a breathing spell was taken 
at the first-named islands, but a more extended 
rest was deemed necessary at the famous half- 
way station of Pacific travel. Inside of a week, 
the nerve-strained fliers made the Faralones, 
and then they counted time in minutes — shortly 
after, the Golden Gate was passed and the 
giant bird alighted, amidst tooting of whistles, 
oflF the colossal ferry house at the foot of Mar- 
ket St., San Francisco. 

Sir Graham was literally shouldered and 
carried to the auto that was to take him to the 
Palace Hotel. The enthusiastic citizens would 
have done likewise to his colleagues had they 
not waved them aside. Bergman seemed to 
prefer as little notoriety as possible, and, sailor- 
like, he drove to "Three Finger Jack's." 
Arthur, for obvious reasons, chose to room at 
some obscure place. He, naturally, sought the 
"Leading Breeze." Both, however, were or- 
dered to report to Sir Graham, later in the day. 

Arthm* went to his room, which was quite a 
respectable place, as is the up-stairs' part of 
many of San Francisco's small hotels. He was 
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dog-tired and felt the need of a bath, yet he 
had a duty to perform that he attended to at 
once. 

"Is this Sir Graham?" he asked at the tele- 
phone, out in the hall. 

"It is," came pleasantly from a voice too 
well-bred to betray evidence of fatigue. 

"Well," continued the boy, "I thought I'd 
call you up before you turn in, and ask if there 
is any objection to my leaving for Los Angeles, 
whenever I please." 

"None in the least. Go where you please, 
so long as you are here two weeks from today. 
We shall leave the day following on our return 
trip. I shall bank on you." 

Arthur thanked his employer, and without 
stopping to even wash his face, he hunted up 
Jim, the good-hearted lunchman. 

When greetings were over, the boy said, 

"Look here, Jim, for perfectly honest rea- 
sons, I want to take the first train for Los 
Angeles. Can you tell me when it goes ? And 
will you be mum as one of those oysters under 
the block of ice, there?" 

"Yes to both, Artie. I lamped you as all to 
the straight, the first time you ever came in. 
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I'll have a closed taxi at the kitchen door, on 
the back street, any time you say. But you've 
an hour and a half to wait — ^it goes at eleven 
thirty, and it's a transcontinental." 

"Make it twenty minutes from now, Jim, and 
thank you. But I wonder if you will, or can, 
do still more for me?" 

"Heave away, lad." 

"Well, see this group picture?" Here Ar- 
thur pulled a photograph of the three aviators, 
which was taken standing by their machine, at 
Honolulu. 

"Yes, and you and the swell guy, who's prob- 
ably that there English nobleman, are all right. 
Only, I don't like the face of his whiskers, there 
— ^he looks smooth as lard and — er — oh, hell, if 
the pictm-e's anything to go by, I wouldn't 
trust him for two bits. But what can I do for 
you?" 

"Just this : Telegraph to me at Los Angeles 
station if he takes the train that I do. I think, 
though, that he'll rest a few hours and take a 
transcontinental in the evening. He's stopping 
at 'Three Finger Jack's,' on Howard St." 

"Artie, my boy, I don't know your lay, but 
whatever it is, I'll warrant it's on the level — 
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put it there I It's ten o'clock, and I'm oflF duty, 
now, till five tomorrow morning. I'll tend to 
Mr. Vandyke Beard's case, and put you wise at 
Los Angeles, or at some other station." 

A very tired, but perfectly clean boy, bade 
Jim good day when the taxi arrived. He was 
rushed to the bank where Professor von 
Brachauer did business. The president read 
Arthm^'s letter of introduction and let him 
draw what he needed for expenses. He, per- 
sonally, gave him a money belt from a drawer 
in his desk. Also, he arranged that more 
money could be wired for, if necessary. 

The boy bribed a darkey to let him hang 
aroimd in a pantry after boarding the train, 
cautiously. He was surprised, when peeking 
through the jam of the door, to see the limch 



man 



Sist — ^here!" beckoned Arthur, showing his 
head, momentarily. 

"Stay where you are," ordered Jim. "I'll 
size up who's on the train, and, if the coast is 
clear, I'll get the coon to tell you. So long, 
again, and good luck to you." 

At last the train puUed out and a black face 
grinned, 
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"NuiflSn doin', li'l mister. De gemman done 
tole me tell you make yo'se'f to borne — ^to 
stretch yo' legs anywhere yo' pleases." 

Gratefully, Arthur crossed the black man's 
palm. He appreciated, fully, the potency of 
the dollar. 

It was night, when the train reached the 
southern city, and Arthur, breathlessly, sought 
and received his message. It read : 

"Person took evening train, booked through 
to Boston. 

(Signed) "Jim." 

Arthur Friend never felt so tired, or so com- 
pletely satisfied with himself, as he did when he 
boarded the train again. He fell soimd asleep 
the moment he had finished his dinner. 

Early one morning, a few days later, a bright 
yoimg fellow of seventeen, walked into the 
outer office of William Haskin, the real estate 
operator. 

"Morning ladies," he said^ with easy conde- 
scension, to three typewriter girls, who were 
just hanging up their hats and wraps. "Any 
idea what time Mr. Haskin'll get in?" 

"He'll be here at nine o'clock," answered the 
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girl who seemed to be senior in rank. "Won't 
you step in and wait in his private ciffice?" 

"Thanks, I've got a morning paper and I 
might as well." Arthur opened the door 
marked "private" and entered. 

"Just as Bab described," he told himself. 
"Gee, but with only thirty minutes leeway, I 
Sh'll have to hustlel" 

The boy, noiselessly, bolted the door through 
which he had come, opened another, directly 
opposite, and found himself in a large closet, 
where linen dusters, rain coats, and many out- 
of-use garments hung in great profusion. He 
saw, at a glance, that the far end of the closet 
ran to a point just outside of which stood the 
financier's desk. 

Quick as a flash, his satchel was open. Out 
came a small brace, in which he inserted a long 
bit, such as bell hangers use. A tiny hole was 
bored in the wall that came through behind a 
picture. A. receiver was connected to an instru- 
ment that he placed behind a pair of rubber 
boots that he found on the floor when — 

"What's this?" was his mental interrogation. 

Although time was short, Arthur flashed his 
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search light on the mechanism of something his 
hands had rim over, 

"Plot thickens," he said to himself. "I'U 
look into this, later." 

He went into the private room and closed 
the closet behind him. He misnapped the lock 
to the door that opened direct to the corridor. 
Then, imbolting the first door mentioned, he 
closed it again behind him, as he remarked to 
the girls, casually, 

"Just happened to think of an errand that I 
can't put off. I'll call later." 

In less than thirty seconds, Arthur was in 
the closet once more, where his searchlight re- 
vealed a printing outfit. 

"A — ^hal" whispered the boy to himself, "A 
rogue always leaves something to trap himl 
The type were never knocked into *pie' I Here's 
the Cap'n Tom. Haskins shipwreck all set up 
in 'agate' 1" 

Now Arthur was not so calm as this record 
of his movements would indicate. He admitted 
to himself that he felt strangely excited. 

"Gee," was his mental comment, "I mustn't 
spoil it all by a false move. I've had great 
luck, so far. Getting here last night just in 
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time to buy the dictagraph before the store 
closed — ^well, that capped the whole — " 

"Yes, I'll step in and wait." There was no 
mistaking that voice — ^it was Bergman's. 

Arthur stood close to the wall, the rubber 
boots and the row of coats hiding him from 
the view of any one casually opening the closet. 
He did not wait long when he heard, 

"Well, well, well, Baum, I don't know 
whether I'm glad or sorry to see you. When 
did you get in?" 

"You'll be mighty glad you saw me if you 
follow the advice I'm going to give you. And, 
oh, I got in on the Federal Express this 
morning." 

"But why didn't you stay out in the islands? 
What is going to prevent the two from meet- 
ing? Of coiu^se, I learned from your first let- 
ter about your getting shanghaied and ship- 
wrecked in company with Babson. It seems 
to me that we are treading on very dangerous 
ground 1" 

"Don't be alarmed, Mr. Haskin. I've got 
an able lieutenant and the most hardened crew 
of cut-throats that ever trod deck-plank. They 
had the boy under lock and key, when I flew 
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away from there with Sir Graham Blair-Smith. 
Bab's on the way to 'Merrie England/ by this 
time, shanghaied, as I was, on a lime-juice 
square-rigger." 

"But why in the world did you think it neces- 
sary for you to come on here to see me?" asked 
the real estate man, apprehensively. 

"To make a slight touch," announced Berg- 
man, grimly. "Also, to offer you a chance to 
make a fortune." 

"Dear me," murmured the old gentleman. 
"I never was so embarrassed for funds in my 
life. I shall have to use money which I am 
holding in trust for others to pay you the 
amount we agreed on." 

"'Amount we agreed on' be blowedl" ex- 
claimed Bergman, wrathfully. "Why, Mr. 
Man, it was circumstances beyond human 
control that placed father and son in the 
islands. It has cost me much time and money 
to keep them from bumping into each other! 

"You've put th? whole Tom. Haskins fleet 
into those buildings where the street is going to 
be widened. Never mind how I found out — 
I've got you. Of course if the war hadn't have 
come along, you'd have cleaned up, at least, a 
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million, after making good the Tom. Haskins 
f ortmie. You'll still win out, backed by your 
brother's dough, if you pull wires right diu-ing 
this reconstruction period. Come on, now. 
Write me a check for twenty-five thousand." 

William Haskin turned ajshen. He slumped 
in his chair till Bergman feared he had apo- 
plexy. He aroused himself, at last, and mur- 
mured, faJteringly, 

"What— if— I— refuse?" 

"I sh'll clap you in jail. How will that 
jibe with yom* family's Louisbiu-g Square 
aspirations?" 

Sadly, the victim of social climbing picked 
up his telephone, called up a wealthy ship- 
broker and asked him to come at once to the 
oflGCce. At the end of a half horn* the transaction 
was completed. When the broker and his 
lawyer were gone, William Haskin groaned, 
as he passed over the check, 

"My God, Baum, that was the last of my 
brother's vessels 1" 

"Cheer up, old man," offered the rogue. 
"Send a messenger out to deposit the big one 
while I tell you how you can get back all you've 
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tied up. You can win it back in a few weeks* 
time/' 

Thereupon, Bergman told about the See- 
hund's sunken loot. He impressed it on the old 
man that the principal reason for his coming 
so far was to get a suit of the new diving armor 
that had recently been tested in Boston waters. 

"I am convinced," he added, "that this Down 
East invention, and not the small submarine 
boat which Fischer is waiting for, is the only- 
way to operate in fifty fathoms of water. 

"Come, be a sport. You sold that schooner 
outright for fifty thousand. Of course I was 
polite enough to cross the room, but I've keen 
ears and I took in the whole transaction." 

Wilham Haskin tried to hold out, but he was 
as putty in the rogue's fingers. Bergman in- 
sisted on the messenger making a second trip to 
the bank. The blackmailer left with fifty thou- 
sand dollars in ciu'rency. 
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Hub Radiations 

Arthur began to get restless in the closet and 
was wondering if he could stand the confine- 
ment until the old man went to luncheon, when 
he heard some one enter the room. 

"He — ^he — ^he," tittered a feminine voice. 

"What is it, my dear?" came in a care-worn 
tone from the operator. 

"Why — ^he — ^he — ^that man kept you so long 
I just skipped over and looked on the black- 
board, myself. The copper, that you were in- 
terested in, had been rushed to the highest point 
in years. I suppose you'll say I did right — I 
told your brokers to sell out. You've cleaned 
up seventy-five tihousand dollars and here's the 
check." 

"Angeline, my child, you have brains. This 
has come at a most opportune moment I" 

"But don't I get furs and things — a diamond 
brooch, or something costly?" 
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"Yes; you shall have a handsome present. 
But send Richard in at once. I must hurry to 
make a deposit." 

The messenger had hardly left with the check 
when in biu-st Haskin junior. 

"I say, Dad," he bellowed, slamming the 
door from the corridor, "vessel property's the 
clear thing. I want you to lend me seventy- 
three thousand. I'm going to buy another 
schooner." 

"Seventy-three thousand dollars, Winslow? 
Are you mad ? Are you dreaming ?" 

"Very wide awake. Governor,, and I know 
you've got it, for I spotted Miss Brown at the 
broker's and I had no trouble gathering the 
whole thing in — ^there was such a scramble. 
Come across. I've got a chance to double my 
money!" 

The old man demurred but the son threat- 
ened to expose certain transactions. With an 
ill-concealed groan, the trusted manager of for- 
tunes signed and passed his son the check which 
was just pocketed when in bounced the wife. 

"I never seen sech a man as you are, William 
Haskins !" The woman's speech lapsed even to 
the extent of adding the dropped s from her 
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husband's name. Her early Cape Ann habits 
gained the ascendency. "Ain't you," she con- 
tinued, "gettin' to be a ninny? Jest think how 
I've been insulted! I offered a check, on our 
joint account, for only two thousand to the 
caterer, this morning, and he had the cheek to 
phone the bank — ^no funds — ^nothin' doin'. 

"Oh dear," the old lady sobbed, "it was a 
Jonah party, anyway. I had the Cropleys, 
Briants, Sturgesses, and all the set that came to 
our Belgian Relief lawn party, at Eastern 
Point invited. Only that poverty-stricken 
Mrs. Emery showed up. And, I must say, the 
caterer's spread was abominable!" 

"There, there, dear," soothed the old man, 
"you will find funds at the bank now." But his 
imstable credit with even a caterer worried him. 

"I wish I knew why they keep me out of their 
circle since the war ended," she asked, half to 
herself, meditatively. "Why, we live in their 
midst on Mt. Vernon St. and I'm sure it don't 
seem half as lonesome there as in Louisburg 
Square!" 

"You've said it. Mother," declared the son, 
not unkindly. 

"Said what, Winslow?" 
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"Why— I don't know. It's the 'ain'ts' that 
get dropped occasionally, and a *don't' where it 
doesn't belong, and — and — er — ^you know — an 
indefinable something that always has and 
always will stamp us as connected with fish. 
Personally, I'm for fish every time." 

"Winslow, how shocking!" chorused the 
father and the mother. 

Alone again, William Haskin leaned for- 
ward on the desk, held his fast whitening head 
in his hands, and wept audibly. 

"My God," he groaned, "there isn't one 
chance in a hundred for it to fail — ^it can't fail! 
In a year, at most, tliey'll cut the street through, 
and widen it. I shall be ^orth more money 
than any f oiu* men on Cape Ann — ^but at what 
a price! I shall be insane when success comes. 

"Oh, if I had only put my foot down at the 
first of it — ^had never moved up to the city! 
Ambition is the curse of it all. I'd rather be 
Tom. Haskins and look all men in the eye than 
to sit on the edge of a financial volcano every 
day!" 

The old man fumbled over some papers for 
a few moments, in a half-hearted manner, then 
he called Miss Brown and said, 
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"Angelina, if any one calls, tell them to wait. 
I'm going over the way to look at the ticker." 

Presently Arthur tip-toed to the closet door 
and peeped through the key-hole. The door to 
the outer office was closed, so, with the aid of the 
searchlight, he tore an imwritten sheet from a 
letter that he took from his pocket. This was 
quickly operated on by the self-inking press. 
The result was a distinct impression. 

With the dictagraph packed in the grip, the 
boy went to luncheon. Then, after many in- 
quiries, came the trip into the suburbs to find 
the inventor. 

"Queer thing," remarked that worthy, "it 
was only two hoiu-s ago that a middle-aged man 
with a pointed beard tried to buy one of my 
armor diving suits. I told him what I shall 
have to tell you: 'There are no suits made up. 
The last one was shipped a few weeks ago to 
a ship-broker, or ship's agent, out in Sydney, 
Australia.' " 

"But I'm not buying," Arthiu* dropped, 
truthfully enough, seeing as he could not do so. 
"You see I'm merely interested. I might write 
it up for the paper." 

The inventor explained at great length every 
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feature of the suit and about how to use it. 
Arthur listened intently, for it struck him that 
it might be useful to know. Then the man said, 
proudly, 

''The person who was here this morning, has 
ordered a suit, and I'm to get a thousand dollars 
bonus if it's delivered to him within a month. 
It's got to go way out to the — ^well, there — ^he 
said not to tell where it's going." 

"What's his name?" Arthur asked, with an 
air of indifference. 

"Oh, I don't suppose he'd mind that. His 
name is Anton Pfeffer." 

"Good day," said Arthur, pleasantly. 
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Trading and Searching 

When Anton and his outlaw crew put to 

sea that day when Bab's release from the 

Mamas store-room had been discovered, the 

/ professor hurried aboard the square-rigger. 

Going straight to the galley, he said, 

"Pray tell me where I can find Mr. Coghill." 

"You'll find 'im jolly well stowin' 'is dun- 
nage in 'is bloomin' bag up at the 'Hall- 
Sorts,' " a bright lad replied. " 'E's goin' to 
'ave a bit of a vycytion, and 'e's left me 'ere to 
tyke 'is plyce." 

The professor thanked him and soon found 
the versatile bird-fancier, cook, and trader, 
knee-deep in a floorful of wearing apparel. 

"'Ere, Bab," Coghill was ordering, "'ere 
are two bags for you, and two for me, and — ay, 
'ere's the professor — 'ere's a couple for 'im. 
Don't stop to stow 'em. Heverythink goes — 
even Hanton — 'ey. Professor?" Then, after 
singing, "My Wife's Gone to the Country," he 
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joked and chattered like the boys whom he was 
always befriending. 

"You seem highly elated," remarked the pro- 
fessor, smilingly. 

"WV shouldn't I be?" retorted the odd little 
man with mock resentment. " 'Ave done 
nothink but work, tryde, and grind, since leav- 
ing Australia five years agaou. Wife's on a 
visit to 'er 'ome in Scotland. Might as well let 
the lads run things and gaow along with you 
a-yachting." 

"Capital! Grand!" the professor com- 
mended. 

In another hour the Islander was dipping 
her pretty bows into the trackless Pacific. It 
was very beautiful on the ocean, for the last 
jflickering of the sun, which would fade so 
quickly in a few moments, cast a radiance all 
around them. The deep indigo of the sea, close 
at hand, broken into snowy suds at the lee rig- 
ging, blended off toward the west into tur- 
quoise, amethyst, fiery red and golden yellow. 

The professor and Coghill sat near the 
wheel, where Bab was steering, and the man of 
science asked, 

"Why in the name of all that is marvelous, 
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did you bring those nondescript clothes — six 
bags of them, my deah fellow?" 

"Tryde, sir, tryde. Just my hinstinct of 
tryde. They'll come 'andy — ^bartering with the 
natives." 

"But the natives of many of the islands, go 
pretty nearly *bare-buff,' " laughed Bab. 

"Right — o, Bab, but they're great himi- 
tytors. I'll lay a bob or two they'd wear furs, 
hif I jolly well offered 'em any, in exchynge for 
fruit, pearls, or any merchandise." 

The f oiu* men, whom the professor had hired 
to guard the sloop, were all good sailors. They 
had come along and the skipper set the watches. 
Coghill, although told to consider himself a 
passenger, insisted on presiding over the galley. 
He said, 

"What do you want to 'ire a cook for when 
I'm going? Wy, I can cook in my sleep I" 

"Ha— ha," laughed Bab, "I believe it. And 
sell a parrot, or two, with a bottle made fast to 
each leg into the bargain." 

"Well," chuckled the little man, "it tykes 
many different kinds of men to people the 
world, but there's only one horiginal McKinley 
Benjamin Cog'ill. 
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"Listen — I never came a cropper yet. When 
wife and I'd been just a week in Sydney, last 
penny was gone and wife woke up crying, that 
we 'ad no tucker in the 'ouse to eat. I dressed 
myself a-singing. *Naow, see 'ere, dear,' I 
said, 'I'll be back with the mykings in a 'alf 
hovu*.' 

"You see I'd put hall our money into buying 
a bird shop, and the customers 'ad been walking 
by the bloomin' door. I reasoned, that morn- 
ing, that if the customers wouldn't come to 
Cog'ill, Cog'ill 'ad best gaow to the customers. 
So I picked up a cyge, sallied daown George 
St. till I saw a prosperous looking old gentle- 
man, and sold 'im the parrot and cyge for 'alf a 
quid. We 'ad sirloin for breakfast, and my 
wife said, 'Is there hanythink that can dampen 
the ardor of McKinley Benjamin Cog'ill?' " 

"It is my opinion that nothing can," smiled 
the professor, pleasantly. 

All night the Islander reeled off the knots in 
lively fashion. Bab wajs laying a course to the 
eastern end of the Low Archipelago. He pur- 
posed to search the islands for his father, be- 
ginning with Pinaki, sometimes called Whit- 
sunday Island. 
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This island was reached after an uneventful 
run, but as no news was obtained of the over- 
due captain, Reao, Pukaruha and Tatakoto 
were visited in the order named. Many pearls, 
some copra, and beche-de-mer were traded for, 
and Coghill proved the wisdom of bringing the 
cast-off clothing. 

At length it was decided to run for Aki-Aki, 
although knowing it to be a hostile island. 

"Land — o," came from the mast-head, as 
the atoll came into view from aloft "There's a 
fine large schooner," was the announcement, a 
little later, "and she's anchored inside the reef." 

It seemed to the expectant boy, to take an 
endless time to bring the island and the an- 
chored vessel close at hand. But the Islander 
was sailing at her best, and, at length, her 
young skipper picked what he considered the 
best opening and took a chance. He shot the 
sloop through and sailed imder the schooner's 
stem. 

"Gee," he exclaimed, excitedly, as he read 
the newly-gilded name, "Babson Elwell Has- 
kins — ^Dad's vessel, sure as you're bom! But 
there isn't a soul in sight aboard o' her!" 

A lusty hailing failed to bring any one on 
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deck, and a search of the fine, new, two hun- 
dred-ton auxiliary, after the Islander was 
anchored, was a fruitless mission. 

"They're all ashore trading," was Bab*s 
guess. 

Leaving one man on board, they cautioned 
him to keep a good lookout. If he saw anything 
suspicious, in the way of natives, or if he saw 
anything of the schooner's party, he was to 
fire the gun. They rowed ashore and entered 
the thick tropical growth. 

Bab, in his impatience to at last meet his 
parent, insisted on leading the way. With 
rapidly beating heart, he took the trail that led 
straight in from the beach. The others fol- 
lowed in Indian file. They had advanced per- 
haps a quarter of a mile when — 

Bang! 

It was the report of the Islander's cannon — 
the shot that had enabled Anton to take from 
the savages their prisoner. 
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Almost Long-Pig 

That cannon shot had not ceased reverberat- 
ing through the tall cocoa-palms and the thick, 
gnarled, under growth of Aki-Aki, when Bab 
and his party beat a hasty retreat. They 
gained the beach and their boat. They rowed 
rapidly toward the Islander. 

But before they were half way out, the beach 
swarmed with brown, half -naked bodies. They 
seemed to pom* from the dark, green thicket 
which skirted the forest, like ants emerging 
from the cavities of a hunk of bread. 

Each savage was armed with spear and 
shield, and, in a few moments, canoes which 
before had been invisible, were dragged from 
the jungle, and a formidable flotilla made for 
the sloop. 

Prominent among them was a very large man 
who would weigh, at least three hundred 
pounds. He sat in state in the stem of the 
largest — ^the leading canoe. His fat body — 
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probably rubbed and polished with cocoanut 
oil — shone in the relentless sun, and was only- 
eclipsed in it's dazzle, by the enormous brass 
rings that hung from his ears. His only cloth- 
ing was a girdle of tapa around his middle, and 
a blue imiform vest with brass buttons. 

Ovu* friends reached the sloop and hauled the 
small boat on deck just as the hooting, shriek- 
ing mob got near. Bab stood at the machine 
gun that had been so useful on a former occa- 
sion, and as he swept it around, he blessed the 
day that he and the professor brought it to 
Tahiti on the Cape Pigeon. The shots were 
all fired over the savages' heads, but the result 
was most satisfactory. The flotilla, although 
it surrounded the sloop, ceased to close in. The 
savages dropped their spears, and held their 
arms up in the air. 

" 'Ere, you, Pau-Pau," called Coghill, to the 
Kanaka member of the crew, "you one smart 
s'ilor man, much talkee, much meetee island 
man. Tellee king give 'im plenty huniform; 
muchee sardine, to heat. We good friend hall 
samee 'im." 

Coghill went below and reappeared with his 
arms full of much begilt and bespangled second 
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hand uniforms, and can upon can of sardines, 
salmon, and kippered herring. 

" 'Ere, old toff,'' he yelled at the king, "come 
aboard and finish dressing yourself. When 
that's done, we'll open this canned tucker and 
you can jolly well stuff your hin'ards." 

The Kanaka managed to make himself un- 
derstood, but the old king seemed to be in 
doubt. He conferred with two of his own 
brown mates. Then they paddled gingerly 
alongside. 

"Tell the old devil, Pau-Pau," ordered Cog- 
hill, as the king was helped aboard, "tell 'im 
that I'm yoiu* medicine man. I can give 'im 
somethink that'll keep 'im from growing old. 
I'll make 'im twenty years younger in five 
minutes." 

The Kanaka began interpreting, but the 
king was too busy, just then. His greedy, 
gluttonous eyes were focused on a large-sized 
box of sardines that the professor was opening 
on the house top. 

"In behalf of my friends, pray allow me to 
offer your majesty — " 

The professor got no farther; for the old 
savage, disdaining the plated fork, held the can 
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up to his mouth, drank all the oil, then loosened 
the fish with a fat finger, and let them slide out 
of the tin down his throat. As they disap- 
peared, the interpreter stated, 

"Him grunt, 'Hkee much — ^wantee more/ " 

"Naow skip daown. Professor," ordered 
Coghill, "and cover the piano all over except 
the bloomin' keyboard. You'll find a use for 
those 'nondescript garments,' I'm sure. You'll 
'ave plenty of time for this old cannibal is good 
for a dozen cans before we gaow belaow." 

At length the aged king showed signs of sur- 
feit. He was literally stuffed with the various 
kinds of canned food thrust upon him. He 
sighed, as he surveyed an unopened case that 
was being brought on deck. 

But the uniforms now took his attention. 
Coghill, with deftness learned in his All- Sorts, 
soon had him mis-fitted to a drum-major's rig. 
Then he bellowed, 

"Daown this w'y, old top. We'll let you 
lamp yourself in the cabin mirror, and we'U 
give you that water of youth." 

The Kanaka got the king to order his canoe 
to rejoin the others. Bab cautioned three of 
the crew to guard the deck. Royalty was in- 
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duced to go below. The professor stood at the 
bottom of the steps to receive him, while on the 
cabin table, as a sort of back-gromid, stood a 
bottle, or two, and several glasses. 

"Your majesty,'' blandly began the man of 
sci^ice, "you are welcome. We nevah mingle 
with the common herd, I do assure you. You, 
sir, are a person of distinction; a person of rare 
discrimination. It will aflFord us great pleasure 
to have you join us in a glass of wine." 

"Myke 'is three star brandy!" yelled Coghill. 

Bab took some lemonade, the professor and 
Coghill took sparingly of wine, and by some 
juggling on the part of the professor, the 
greasy old savage got a very stiff dose of raw 
brandy. In a few moments he grunted and 
pointed for more. 

"Naow, then, Pau-Pau," ordered Coghill, 
"ask old chin-tuft: 'Ow do you loike the water 
of youth?" 

"Him say, 'Much smart doctor man,' " the 
Kanaka interpreted. 

"Myke those old rags sing, there, naow, Pro- 
fessor," Coghill suggested, and thereupon the 
most beautiful music filled the cabin, while the 
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versatile Australian administered another 
dram. 

"Got to keep these *eathens in fear of your 
supernatural paowers," he explained. "Get 
'em to claose the slide, and darken the cabin a 
minute — I'm gaoing to stick my flashlight in 
'isfyce." 

After this stunt, Coghill hauled a box out 
from the lazarette, abaft the companionway 
steps, turned it up to show it was empty, then 
placed it bottom up on the floor. He stepped 
into Bab's room, and, by some ventriloquistic 
trick, made a voice speak plainly from the box. 
Then he approached the king, who was roasting 
in the drum-major's uniform, and passed him 
another drink. 

"Naow, then, Pau-Pau," CoghiU said, "I've 
got 'im afraid of me^ and I've tyken twenty 
years of 'is hage. Ask 'im where the cap'n is 
w'o cyme in yonder big schooner." 

"Him say, 'Cap'n on shore all same one 
man. Other man — ten, twelve of him — all go 
long-pig. King eatee one man any day. Just 
makee good dinner 1' " 

Bab, worried to distraction, now asked 
CoghiU, 
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"Do you think you can work him so that it'll 
be safe to land and make a search?" 

"Ay, just leave it to McKinley Benjamin." 

" 'Ere, Pau-Pau, tell um king, me myke 'im 
hall syme man twenty year old, if 'e give me the 
cap'n and the other white man." 

The king brightened till an almost amiable 
expression lit his sweaty, villainous, counte- 
nance, when this was conveyed to him. 

"Him say, 'Plenty safe. Give fruit feast to 
smart doctor man and his friends, hour from 
now on shore. Men no have knife, no have 
spear. You get two white man same time 
you go.' " 

The party went on deck, and the bibulous 
ruler, to whom things had taken on a very rosy 
hue, gave a loud order to his followers. They 
paddled ashore. 

In about three quarters of an hour the king's 
canoe reappeared and was allowed to go along- 
side. Extra seats had been placed in her for 
three. These were covered with tapa cloth, and 
as the crew came unarmed, it looked as though 
the old chief was sincere. 

The three friends had automatics and flash- 
lights in their pockets, and Coghill urged Bab 
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to wrap up the small phonograph and bring it 
as well. He, himself, took a small potato, a 
pack of cards, and two flasks containing the 
"water of youth." 

The passage to shore was conducted in state. 
At the beach, they were received by an im- 
armed horde, who prostrated themselves as the 
party stepped out. With pomp, they marched 
to the village in the island's centre. 

An immense fire was being fed by a long, 
lank, white man, with unkempt hair. A look of 
terror was on his face. He was urged on at his 
work by frequent spear- jabs in the hands of a 
dozen brown devils. 

Catching sight of all this, the king mounted 
a sort of dais, or raised place, in front of his hut. 
His face lighted up as he viewed the white man, 
and the fire. He forgot, for the moment, his 
promise. He glowed, from force of habit, per- 
haps, with anticipation of eating human flesh. 

Coghill saw this and sought to divert the 
ruler's attention. 

" 'Ere, old top, look at this," he exclaimed. 
Thereupon, he blew at a pack of cards held 
under the potentate's nose, and, lo, each card 
stood separately on end the length of his arm, 
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from elbow to wrist. He blew again, and they 
became a pack of cards. 

"Naow, old chin-w'isker," he continued. "I'll 
give you a potato diet — ^hattention, I s'y 1" 

The Australian took two small cups and a 
potato from his pocket, placed the cups upside 
down with the potato under one. He jumped 
and made several grimaces in the king's face, 
talked to the cups, lifted them and no potato 
was there. 

The effect wajs magical and at its end, as the 
fruit feast seemed about ready for them on the 
groimd, Coghill got the Kanaka to tell the chief 
that it wajs time to take some more treatment 
for eternal youth. 

This being attended to, Coghill thought the 
time propitious for asking for the liberty of the 
two white men. He turned to instruct the 
interpreter. But what he saw, made his blood 
run cold. 

Gagged, and bound by thongs, the long, 
lank, white man was being swimg on the one, 
two, three principle ready to be cast into the 
flames of the now roaring fire. 

"King, king, dam' you, old top," yelled Cog- 
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hill, jumping before the old cannibal and point- 
ing to the fire, "release that manl" 

There was the fire of determination in the 
little Australian's eye. The king saw it. He 
gave an order and the captive was set free. 

The man came over and said, tremblingly, 
and with face ashen white, 

"Cap'n Haskins must uv been cut loose by 
some white men when your gun boomed, a few 
hours ago. The fire was made to cook him for 
the king's supper and I was to be fattened for 
his necct feast. One by one, me 'n' the cap'n 
uv seen our shipmates et. Oh, I tell you it's 
been awful 1" 

"Why do you think the cap'n got away?" 
Bab fired at him, excitedly. 

"I'll tell you. When they beam your shot, 
they was startled. They hurried towards where 
the sound come from. I was drug along with 
'em, but, before we got to the beach, I managed 
to give 'em the slip and went around to t'other 
side, hoping to get away in a canoe. A crowd 
of white men was rowing off to a schooner, on 
that side, and the cap'n was with 'em. I hailed, 
but they didn't come back, because just then 
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them niggers come out o' the bush and bagged 
me. 

'"What schooner was it?'* the boy asked, "and 
did you know the men?" 

"I knowed the vessel well enough, 'cause I 
helped rig her, once. But I didn't know the 
men. The vessel's the schooner Mama. I 
could tell her a mile away." 

"A-ha," Bab uttered, as he exchanged 
glances with the professor. "Dad's safe from 
cannibals, but he's a prisoner just the same." 

"He is indeed, Babson, my deah boy." 

It was getting dangerously near the short 
tropical twilight, and the resourceful Coghill 
felt that it was high time to go; so he called 
Pau-Pau for instructions. 

"Tell the old boy: Very much thanks; white 
man got to gaow; good bye." 

This Pau-Pau did but a scowl was gathering 
on the old heathen's brow. He looked at the 
large fire going to waste, then at Pau-Pau and 
the four white men. He was looking around 
for the men who had bound the long, lank, fel- 
low. He was actually smacking his lips. 

"I am afraid, my deah fellows, that our time 
has comel" 
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"Yes, siree. That's the way he looked jest 
before he et my shipmates 1" 

"Coghill," said Bab coolly, "youVe never 
come a cropper yet — ^get us out o' thisl Why 
don't you act?" 

"I'm doin' a little thinking. Start up the 
phonograph." 

Bab, like the rest of the guests was facing the 
king, and sitting on the ground. The machine 
wajs behind the professor. The boy reached 
over and released the catch — it was all wound. 

A lively march of Sousa's seemed to the king 
to come from the tails of the professor's coat. 
His interest, for the moment, centered on the 
cultured man, whom he seemed to regard as a 
sort of God of music, and Coghill, taking ad- 
vantage of this, poured out a cupful of the 
three-star brand. 

With Pau-Pau for a partner, he marched up 
to the old chief, and, through the Kanaka^ he 
said, 

"Daown this, old toff. It will myke you 
young." 

When the cupful was gulped down, Coghill 
continued, 

"Tellee 'im gao aout with us 'longside. Me 
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give 'im somethink keepee *im bailee time 
young, 'ey?" 

The fiery brandy began to work. The old 
fellow grunted to the Kanaka for more. It 
took just two more cupfuls before sleep was 
induced. He lay back on his dais limp and 
began to snore. 

"Naow," whispered Coghill to the interpre- 
ter, "tell these copper-colored devils that the 
king said to tyke us back in style. In style, 
noaw, mind your 

The savages prostrated themselves and led 
the way to the beach, where the royal canoe 
awaited them. They did, indeed, go back in 
state. 
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CHAPTER XXVII 
Aethue and Bergman Return 

Arthur Friend had the good fortune to 
reach San Francisco, again, without encounter- 
ing Bergman on the train. He wajs delighted 
when Sir Graham greeted him with, 

"Deuced glad to see you back, old chap. 
Hope you enjoyed your visit at Los Angeles. 
Had a wire from Bergman, who's visiting down 
in Texas. He'll be here in a day or two, and 
then we'll make our get-a-way." 

The long air passage was tedious and un- 
eventful, but at length Sydney Heads were 
reached. A few minutes later there was a 
demonstration that out-rivaled their Calif omia 
reception. They were fairly lionized when they 
landed at the Circular Quay. 

After a three-day rest. Sir Graham flew 
again for Papaete, where he picked up his old 
hands and paid Bergman and Arthur oflF. 

Strolling along the water-front, the next 
morning, vainly wishing that his cruising and 
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trading friends were back, the boy called in at 
an engine shop where he often visited when he 
had a few moments to spare. 

"Hello, Friend," cried the proprietor, "won- 
der if you can't help me out. You're a corking 
hand around a gas engine and good at piping 
and that sort of thing. There's a schooner 
called the Marua that's just come in, she lies 
well out in the roadstead, and they're in a rush 
to have some work done. I'm putting in a 
hoister and building some gun-mounts for 
them. The skipper insists on keeping the whole 
thing quiet and all of this work is being done 
down in the hold. Can you go to work?" 

"Youbetl" 

"Good. Now, help yourself from my chest. 
Take plenty of tools." 

Arthur jumped into dungarees, of the bosses, 
and in an incredibly short time managed to not 
only smear the suit but his face with red and 
black lead, oil and soot. In a tattered, broad- 
brimmed, straw hat, it is doubtful if his own 
father would have recognized the habitually 
neat yoimg fellow, when he and the rest of the 
workmen reached the vessel. 

Anton set them to work at once. He was 
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going to trade near islands infested with hostile 
tribes, he said; hence the elaborate and majssive 
hard-wood platforms on which he proposed to 
fasten machine and gatling guns. The hoister, 
he explained, he wished to have installed in the 
hold, so as to have more room on deck. The 
men turned to and pounded away. 

Seven or eight wood-workers, and four or 
five engine men, were hard to keep track of. 
Especially as all day long they were coming 
and going after materials and tools from shore. 

Toward night, Arthur sneaked aft in the 
dingy hold with the large lunch box that he had 
brought aboard. In it he had food for several 
meals and a quart bottle of water. 

Squeezing his way between beef, pork, and 
water casks, he brought up against a bulkhead. 
He lighted a match and saw that down low 
there was a small, square man-hole, or door. 
He got out his knife and soon had it open. An- 
other match showed that it led to the run under 
the cabin. To crawl in was but the work of a 
moment. He did so and closed the door. 

This place was nearly filled with boxes of 
canned goods and by the light of still another 
mat<^h, Arthur spied a candle which had been 
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left by the steward when breaking out stores. 
He now let the candle bum long enough to see 
to capsize a large packing cajse over at one side, 
under which he crawled, taking the lunch box 
along. 

The boy had been under the case about 
twenty minutes — ^though it seemed to him more 
than an hour — ^when the trap in the cabin floor 
grated. Some one was coming down in the run. 

Arthur thought he could hear 'his heart 
thump his ribs, but presently he grew calmer. 
The steward, or cook, or whoever he was, 
prowled around, opened a case or two, and piled 
what he wajs after on the cabin floor. 

"Der shtuff vas qvick gedding mouldy, here 
down," he complained. "Idt*s petter der 
prunes imdt salt-fish more air geds.** 

"Yes, that's so," agreed Anton, from above. 
"But you know we had to take a whole lot of it 
out of the wine room; otherwise, we'd have no 
place to keep the dam' prisoner. Put a stick 
imder the edge of the hatch, when you come up ; 
it'll let air down and it won't bother us any 
because the hatch comes imder the table." 

"All righdt, sir," ansfwered the man, as he 
prepared to go. 
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"Things are playing right into my hands/* 
mused Arthur. "Thought I'd have to take a 
chance at the stick game, myself. All is if Z 
did, it might put them wise. But gee — ^wonder 
who the prisoner is, this time? Hope — ^no it 
can't be Bab — I got a straight tip from the 
All- Sorts boys about him. It must be one of 
their own gang who got his back up at some- 
thing, and they're keeping him in the cooler 
till he changes his view of things." 

Nothing of moment was said at the supper 
table although Arthur heard every word. But 
after night-fall, while Anton sat in the cabin 
alone, a visitor arrived. 

"Hello, Anton — ^glad to see you." The voice 
was Bergman's. Arthur knew it at once. 

When greetings were over, they sat and 
reviewed past events and planned future action. 

"Well," asked Bergman, "how does the 
prisoner like being jugged?" 

"He's standing it well enough," Anton re- 
plied, not yet daring to incur the wrath of 
Bergman by saying they now held the father 
instead of the son. 

"And what news of Fischer?" 

"Oh, he goes on short trading bluffs. But I 
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notice he makes a quick dive for his mail when 
he gets into port." 

"Did my scheme about using Gustav work?" 

"It seems to have worked — ^yes. And it's 
about time for that fat fool to report — ^the 
Taiarapu got in this afternoon." 

"I saw she did. In fact, I see most every- 
thing, when I'm aroimd. But I don't like to 
show my hand, so I waited till dark to row 
off here." 

Came the shuffle of heavy feet along the deck, 
just then, and the rat-a-tat of some one knock- 
ing on the companionway slide. 

"Yes?" answered Anton, interrogatively. 

"Gan I gum in mit mine seluf, alreadty, 
yet?" 

"Come right down, Gustav — ^you're just the 
man we want! Wie geht es ienen?" (How 
goes it with you?) 

"Ich geh' immer auf zwei Bein," (I go 
always on two legs), joked the ponderous sea- 
cook, as he leered vacant-mindedly at his 
superiors. 

"Well, old tub-belly, stow some of this Nier- 
steiner imder your belt, and heave away. Did 
they talk much before youf' 
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"Yaw," smacking lips and holding glass for 
more, "dhey all der time talk — ^shew all der 
time rags." 

"WeU, out with it. What did you leam?" 

"I learns me dot der tug mit der lighters 
geds orders to go py der Island Raroia. Dhey 
vaits dhere dill der tiving machine gums. He 
gums to Valparaiso, oder Iquique, an der 
steamer from Chermany oudt. Dhen he gums 
mit a shartered sailing shif to Raroia." 

"Gustav, if you do look silly, you^re straight 
goods!" complimented Bergman. "But when 
are they due at Raroia?" 

"Ach, I gums near forgedding me dot. 
Fischer geds him a letter, today, dot he reads to 
von Getner oudt. Der machine ist an der vay 
from der Vest Coast yet. He delegraphed for 
der tug undt lighters righdt avay, mit der vire- 
less togeder. Der Taiarapu vill sail for der 
island in der morning oudt, aber I dink he sails 
not some more mit Gustav." 

"Yes, yes, you must go!" shouted the two 
men, in unison. 

"If you don't," Anton explained, "they'll 
smell a rat. You must by all means go, and 
keep on playing the cat." 

222 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



Arthur and Bergman Return 

"Ach, yaw," Giistav grimaced, "dot vas all 
righdt for you to say, aber Vhen you haf ef ery 
morning Katzenjamer, you don't vas like to 
binderkatr 

"Now look here, Gustav," said Anton, "you 
can easily take a stroll on Raroia and get lost — 
we'll hunt you up. But did they say at about 
what date they expected the vessels to meet?'* 

"Yaw, Fischer oxpects dot dhey gulms not 
later dhan den achtundzwanzig Mai." 

"Twenty-eighth of May," mused Bergman, 
tentatively. Then, 

"Anton, hustle your program. We sail day 
after tomorrow, for Raroia. We'll take Fischer 
by surprise, and capture him and his whole 
gang. Then we can transfer to the Taiarapu 
and when the flotilla arrives, I'll play oflf I'm 
Fischer." 

"But how about the new-fangled diver's 
suit?" asked Anton. "You said getting that 
was just as important as your other errand at 
The States." 

"Oh, ay, sure I did. But the Fischer busi- 
ness has developed faster than I thought it 
could. Our only way, now, is to hold up the 
other gang, and if their invention works, all 
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well and good. If it doesn't — ^why the armored 
suit that I ordered will come along, and with 
that we're sure of getting the treasure. 

"I'm going ashore, now. Remember — day 
after tomorrow, Anton." 

"I, too, vas go," declared Gustav. "I rows 
py Fischer back. I gone me in der dark oudt, 
so hellup me cracious!" 
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Reunited 

The Islander^s anchor was immediately 
weighed when the paddlers of the cannibal 
king's canoe had set our friend's aboard. The 
jirnibo, or fore stay-sail, was set for a few 
minutes, while she fanned over alongside the 
Babson Elwell HasJdns. 

"Two hands, there, make fast and pass out 
a spring," Bab yelled. "And you, Mr. Coghill 
— ^you can do most anything — see if the engine 
will go while I try the power windlass." 

Clang! Clang! Clang! 

The windlass was heaving in chain with no 
skip, or other defect, in its gasolene engine, 
when Coghill called, 

"Hall ho. ky. She's chugging aw'y like a 
good one. She's on neutral." 

"Neutral's right," echoed Bab. "Stand by 
to give her half speed ahead, when I tell you." 

In a few minutes, the boy had the pleasure of 
steering the magnificent new vessel, that bore 
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his name, out through the passage in the reef 
into blue water. 

"Now step aboard the sloop, fellows," he 
ordered, "and slap a couple of reefs in her main- 
sail. After that, you can unbend her rope cable 
from the anchor and lead it through the schoon- 
er's quarter chocks. We shall tow her astern 
with two hands aboard of her to look after 
things." 

Shortly the Islander was trailing along in 
the larger vesseFs wake with the reefed main- 
sail and jumbo helping. The gasolene winches 
were steadily hoisting the cloth on the Haskins. 

"There is a vessel which looks like a 
schooner," announced the professor, who was 
looking through the glass. "She is nearly hull 
down at the westward." 

"I saw her out of the corner of my eye, some 
time ago," answered the boy skipper. "She's 
the Martm, beyond a doubt, and she's heading 
toward Tahiti. And, gee — ^my dad's aboard 
o' her!" 

Bab cracked on and carried every rag that 1^ 
vessel possessed all through the night, although 
they passed through a thimder squall during 
the middle watch. He kept the deck till day- 
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light against the professor's and CoghilFs 
protestations. 

"You will get ill, my deah fellow," the former 
warned. 

'Tm not worrying about getting ill,'' Bab re- 
sponded. "But, by the way this packet's been 
yawing, since the squall, I'm afraid her steer- 
ing gear's pretty sick I Let's take off the wheel 
box cover and have a look." 

The professor took the cover off, looked in, 
and exclaimed, 

"Babson, my deah fellow, you were right! 
Her rudder stock has been nearly wrung off! 
We must shorten sail immediately, for a sudden 
wrench on the wheel would rend the steering 
gear asundah!" 

"Stand by to clew up those gaff-top-sails," 
Bab yelled. When this was done, and they 
were hauled in a bunt, down on the cap, the 
main top-mast stay-sail was taken in, followed 
by the jib-top-sail. 

"Now, then, stand by main peak and throat 
halliards — Slower away," came the order, and 
the huge main-sail was settled into its lazy lines 
till the second reef band lay along the boom. 
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"Set taut on jrour quarter guys, pass the tack 
lasihing, and hook on the reef tackle." 

In a half hour the hoisting engine had the 
snugged-down main-sail up the mast again, 
and though much reduced in speed, the schooner 
was making fair progress with her tow. 

Just seven mornings later, she passed Point 
Venus and shortly after breakfast ran along- 
side the wharf at Papaete. 

The mooring lines were hardly passed out 
when, with a whoop and a boimd, who should 
alight on the deck, but Arthur Friend. 

"Gee, though, it's nice to see you all again!" 
he said. 

Arthur's arm was nearly shaken from his 
body when the professor, with his most 
grandiose manner, came to the rescue. Taking 
Arthur's arm in his, he said, 

"My dea;h fellow, you will, I am sure, join us 
in a glass of — ^lemonade. Let us seek the seclu- 
sion of the cabin." 

Bab heard the most important news that 
Arthur had to tell, then excused himself to go 
over and engage the railway and to order the 
new rudder. 

"And you were saying *the Marua sailed 
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yesterday/ " he remarked when he returned 
from the shipwright's. 

"Yes, and she's going straight to the north 
side of Raroia's entrance and anchor outside 
behind the island. From there, they'll send 
scouts ashore to watch Fischer's craft, whose 
berth has been selected. According to Gustav, 
the Taiarapu 'U anchor just outside the lagoon 
in a cove of the north island. When the chance 
seems best, the Marua gang will board the 
Taiarapu from small boats and make all hands 
prisoners." 

^''Geel" exclaimed Bab. "Wish our rudder 
was all to the good — I'd sail this minute!" 

"What could we do?" asked Arthur. "Of 
course, if we had one of those modem diving 
suits, such as I just told you Bergman ordered, 
we could go get the treasure while these gangs 
try to out-wit each other." 

"Why, don't you see who the Mama's pris- 
oner is?" Bab queried. It's as plain as day, 
to me — ^he's my father!" 

"WeU, I'll be—" Arthur burst out. "So it 
must be. But how can we get him?" 

"Like this: You've often seen the canvas 
folding boat, that's up in the All-Sorts — the 
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one which Mr. Coghill took oflf the hands of a 
tourist. Well, I'm going to be a customer and 
buy her frcMn Mr. Coghill. We'll take her 
along to use when we rescue my father. 

"We can anchor behind the far end of the 
north island, go ashore and carry our folding 
boat with us nearly to the place abreast of the 
schooners. From our lookout, in the top of a 
cocoanut tree, we can pipe oflf the raid. While 
they're raiding, we can paddle out to the Mama 
and smash down the store-room's new door — 
the way you served the old one — sarvy ?" 

"Listens good," answered Arthur, "and, by 
thunder, let's try it I" 
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Watching and Waiting 

Professor von Brachauer was not a diplomat 
of words alone. His long residence in the 
United States had taught him the potency of 
the dollar. 

"No, no takee vessel out, declared the native 
ship repairer. "Two, tree, days, perhaps. 
Noder vessel come along, now, on railway." 

"But, my deah fellow," here the professor 
slipped the native's arm within his, "y^^* ^i^* 
are a man of refinement, a man of rare culture. 
Will you join me in a stroll to the hotel?" 

As they sat over their refreshments, the man 
of music passed his companion four white slips 
of paper that were issued by the Bank of Eng- 
land. Each was negotiable to the extent of five 
pounds sterling. The native's face glowed 
with appreciation. 

"Haulee vessel right oflf," he declared, push- 
ing back his chair. "Rudder all same new one, 
this time 'morrow." 
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Smilingly, the professor joined his friends 
on board, remarking, 

"Allow me to assure you, my deah fellows, I 
nevah could mingle with common people. The 
shipwright, I find, is a person of rare discern- 
ment." 

The schooner was hauled out and true to his 
promise, the native launched her again the next 
day. Sail was set at once, for water, stores, the 
sloop's armament, and the folding boat were 
put aboard while repairs were being made. 
Evening found them at sea once more. 

For forty-eight hours, Bab drove his father's 
craft all she would stand. He caught a cat- 
nap, now and then, by day; but, by night, he 
kept the deck. It was just before the short 
twilight was due that the anchor was let go oflf 
the north end of Raroia north island. 

"They're botih there!" Bab yelled from aloft, 
where he had gone with binoculars. "The coup 
hasn't been sprung yet. The decks of both 
craft are well spotted with men." 

After a hasty supper, the two boys took the 
folding boat and rowed along the north shore 
inside the reef barrier. A half mile short of 
where the Marua lay, they landed and hid the 
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boat in the forest. They stood a five-hour 
watch each, the boat serving as a bunk for the 
one who was resting. 

Knowing that Bergman would not attempt 
the capture of the Taiarapu by day, the lads 
walked back towards their vessel just before 
sunrise. They were seen and taken aboard in 
the yawl boat. 

Night after night the vigil was kept which to 
Bab, especially, was becoming very trying. 
Three weeks of watchful waiting, when the 
boy heard sounds coming as though from the 
Marua. 

Clambering down from the taU, cocoanut- 
palm, in whose top branches he had been 
perched, he shook Arthur. 

"Come, let's get the boat into the water. By 
the soimds, I think they're rowing around to 
the entrance. There's probably no one stand- 
ing watch on the schooner." 

"Guess you were right, Buddy," Arthur re- 
plied, rubbing his eyes to keep them open. 
"You know you said they were having a drink 
f est on the Taiarapu j when you reached the tree 
top. Of course, that's what Bergman has had 
his scouts looking for." 
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Fifteen ninutes more found the boys to lee- 
ward of the schooner, and with muffled rowlocks 
nearing her steadily. Now they were within a 
cablets length when — 

"Stop rowing!*' whispered Bab, excitedly. 
"Hear those voices?'* 

"Yes," breathed Arthur, "and there are one, 
two, three, four of 'em — saw 'em by the cabin 
lamp as they came out o' the companionway." 

"Well," sighed Bab, "I'll get father yet, but 
we can't lick four armed men, so we might as 
well go back and wait for a chance." 

Daybreak foimd both boys up in the tall 
tree, where, by the aid of powerful glasses, they 
made out six of the Marzui's crowd standing 
watch on the Taiarapu. It was six o'clock, when 
the fat form of Gustav was seen going towards 
his galley. 

"They won out, all right. Buddy." 

"You've said it, Bab," answered Arthur. 

The persistence that was his Cape Ann 
heritage, kept the boy at his self-imposed task. 
He kept on waiting and watching. The two 
friends alternated between the tree top vigil 
and the bunk in the concealed canvas boat. But 
it grew monotonous. 
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Finally, one night, at about eleven, came the 
long, drawn out screech of a steamer's siren 
whistle. Arthur, who was having his watch 
below, awoke, instantly. 

"It's the tug and the lighters from Sydney I" 
Bab exclaimed, eagerly. "Let's paddle out. 
The men on the Marua may let their curiosity 
overcome them. They'll at least climb aloft to 
look over the top of the island." 

"But what good'U that do us ?" asked Arthur. 

"It may not do any. But, if we're careful, 
we can slip a note of cheer-up to Dad through 
the port-hole." 

By the aid of Arthur's flashlight, Bab 
scribbled: 

"Dear Dad: — 
" Self, and friends, are standing by for a chance. 
If we fail here, we may not at Ahangatou. That is 
where the villains are going. 
" Cheer up, for we shall set you free. 

" Your affectionate son, 
(signed) Babson." 

Out to the leeward of the schooner, the boys 
went by a detour, the same as on the former 
occasion. Bab was right; the men had gone 
aloft and were spying through glasses. 

Cautiously, the schooner's stem was reached. 
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Not daring to even whisper, they clawed her 
rough sides and the edges of her seams. They 
came abreast of the store-room^s port-hole. 
Bab, silently, climbed the rail and squirmed 
across the alley. Thrilling with filial aflFection, 
he dropped the message into the room whence 
came sounds of slumber. 

As he let himself drop into the boat again, 
his foot hit an oar and made it rattle. Quick 
as thought the two boys lay down flat and 
clawed the old vessel's side in the deep shadow. 

"Horen Sie?" (Do you hear?) came from 
aloft. 

"Ach, idt was nodings, I don'd vas dink,'* 
answered a man who had come down for a pipe- 
ful of tobacco. 

The boys slowly fleeted aft and clung on to 
the rudder. After an interval, the man was 
heard going aloft again. The boys let go and 
drifted oflF in the darkness. 
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CHAPTER XXX 

Bergman versus Fischer 

Bab Haskins was right in the supposition 
that Bergman had been waiting for the other 
gang to play into his hands before making a 
move. 

It must have been Fischer*s birthday that 
was being celebrated in Teutonic fashion; for 
neither Bergman, Anton nor Viemeister could 
recall any German holiday which fell on that 
date. As the tones of musical instruments and 
the sound of singing filtered through the palm 
forest, from the lagoon side of the north island, 
it struck the three leading rascals that it might 
soon be time to act. 

"Regular Gambrinusf est," commented 
Bergman, when the singing became maudlin, 
after night-fall. 

"Yes, with the wine in, the wit'U be out," 
replied Anton. "Wouldn't be surprised if our 
scouts advise pouncing on 'em tonight." 

"Hope dhey do," added Viemeister. "I, 
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mine seluf , bin from dis vaiting tired. I like 
an* shange idt from a Gambrinus to a Schiit- 
zenfest." 

"I never spill blood — if I can help it/^ the 
leader averred, with a sinister smile that showed 
his tiger-like teeth. "I find that too much 
notoriety doesn^t pay." 

The scouts reported dancing, drinking, and 
general carousing, from time to time; but at 
one in the morning, the report came that all was 
quiet on board. 

"Let's go, then," said Bergman, "Come 
on. 

The leader was first to go overside, followed 
by the second mate. They piled in until the 
small craft could hold no more, then the other 
boat was brought to the gangway. 

"There, that'll do, Anton," Bergman sang 
out. "Don't overload." 

"But we'll have to leave four on board, and 
one would be enough!" Anton replied. 

" ^Safety first,' " answered the leader. 

With muJffled rowlocks the two boats pro- 
ceeded to the lagoon entrance. Some ten min- 
utes more and they were alongside the schoon- 
er's fore chains. As stertorous breathing was 
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the only sound coming from inside the bul- 
warks, Bergman stood on the stem sheets and 
looked over the rail. 

"Come on," he beckoned. He climbed 
aboard. Tip-toeing along the deck, Bergman 
and Anton personally gagged and boimd two 
men, one of whom should have been awake on 
anchor watch. Not a sound was made, for the 
prisoners had fallen asleep so intoxicated that 
they hardly sensed what was going on. 

By prearrangement, Viemeister stood guard 
at the forecastle slide, while Anton stole along 
to the booby hatch in the waist. Bergman went 
to tl^ companionway, aft. 

Rapping on the slide, he called in a loud tone : 

"Max Fischer, come on deck." 

A moment later, a much bewildered Teuton 
climbed unsteadily up the steps only to face an 
automatic in the hands of his former chief petty 
officer. A couple of the Marua's outlaw crew 
slipped manacles on his wrists. 

One by one, tihose of the Taiarapu^s com- 
pany who were sober enough to do so, answered 
the summons of Fischer, who was forced at the 
pistol's point to call them. The others were 
attended to as they lay in their bunks. 
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A short half hour completed the conquest and 
Bergman, seeing how drunkenness had served 
him as an ally, proceeded to put the liquid re- 
mains of the day's feast under lock and key. 

Setting a watch of six men, who would be re- 
lieved every four hours, as at sea, the leader 
and Viemeister tvmied in. In the morning, a 
reorganization took place. 

The Taiarapu^s former officers and men were 
herded into the forward part of the hold with- 
out respect to rank. After this was done a 
bulkhead was built clear across the ship. It 
was thick and quite noise-proof. It would 
serve to keep their presence unknown to any 
who might visit the cabin. 

Gustav complained at having two ship's com- 
panies to cook for, so he was given two assist- 
ants. But as he could not possibly squeeze into 
the caboose when the helpers were there, he 
assumed, with arrogance, the part of steward. 
He directed the cooking. 

As he had much leisure, now, he went almost 
daily into the hold to tantalize his former em- 
ployer, Fischer. 

"Don'd bin so dam' fool he look, huh?" he 
would ask. "Gustav's paying you back, yet, for 

240 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



Bergman versus Fischer 

dot most miserable Katzenjamer vhat he geds 
idt ef eiy mornings. He trinks not some more 
mit you togeder." 

The weeks wore on and Bergman had trouble 
enough keeping his men contented. They im- 
portimed for drinkables and were longing for a 
grand carousal like that which had been 
Fischer's undoing. The wily leader comprom- 
ised by serving grog at stated intervals, though 
sparingly. 

Finally, came the night when the stillness of 
the lagoon was stirred by the tug's steam 
whistle. In solitary state the leader sat on the 
after-deck while the tow came through the 
entrance and brought up in the cove near by 
and anchored. 

A boat bearing the captain of the tug soon 
came alongside. Bergman received the Aus- 
tralian in a matter-of-fact sort of way, conde- 
scendingly acknowledging he was Maximilian 
Fischer. He had refreshments served, after 
which the tired steamboat man excused himself 
and rejoined his tug-boat. 

Five days later, a ship was seen with her 
main yard backed, heaving to outside the en- 
trance. The tug up anchor, went out and 
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yanked the vessel in, where she was moored 
alongside one of the lighters. 

The steam lighter made quick work of hoist- 
ing a queer-shaped crate out of the ship's hold 
and depositing it on her deck. This was fol- 
lowed by several smaller crates evidently con- 
taining accessories. 

When this work was done, the ship-master 
visited the Taiarapu where Bergman signed a 
receipt for the invoice from Germany. He 
signed, of course: "Maximilian Fischer.'' 

With a double allowance of grog — ^made 
possible by the jubilant spirits of Bergman — 
the anchors of the fleet were "hove" short, while 
a few men were sent out around to heave up 
on the Marua. 

Just at dawn, next day, the flotilla started, 
on treasure bent, for Ahangatou, the cannibal 
island. 
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The Miniature Submarine 

The Babson Elwell Haskins was skillfully 
maneuvered around the north end of the north 
island, while 1he flotilla of treasure seekers 
were leaving the lagoon by the regularly recog- 
nized entrance. Careful soundings had been 
taken, during the long wait, and they passed 
into the lagoon with safety. 

Knowing that the tug could not log over six 
knots with the two heavy lighters and the 
Marua in tow, they chugged at half speed up 
the lagoon. A watch was kept at the mast- 
head. 

"Nothing but smoke from the tug, now," at 
length came the hail, "and the Taiarapu's hull 
down in the distance." 

"All right, but stay up there!" yelled Bab. 
"We'll put her for Ahangatou." 

The watcher aloft kept the deck posted. 
Keeping the same distance astern, the Haskins, 
under power only, followed the flotilla until 
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night-fall. After dark, she went ahead at full 
speed, and, making a wide detour, got to the 
far side of the treasure island. 

At day-break, next morning, Bab went aloft 
where with a powerful glass he made out the 
enemy. 

They had reached an ofRng some time in the 
night, but were now standing in toward the 
entrance. Presently the report of guns could 
be heard, — ^they were probably subduing the 
natives. 

"Well, my deah boy," the professor said, 
when Ba;b came down on deck, "I feel almost 
ashamed that we did not attempt taking the 
Marua by force during our long wait at Raroia. 
You know there were only four men to defend 
her I" 

"Don't accuse yourself. Professor. I felt 
that way at times, but my common-sense over- 
ruled it. The Marua was heavily armed and 
they could have blown us out of existence." 

"But what are your present plans, my deah 
fellow? Surely, we can think of some expedi- 
ent to Uberate your parent 1" 

"Gee, here's the whole thing in a small bunt 
—I've got itl Arthur and I noticed that there 
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was no mixing of the Germans and the Austra- 
lians during the time we piped them oflF at 
Raroia. Why can't we take the canvas canoe, 
tonight, paddle carefully to the tug, and tell 
the captain we escaped from the camiibals. 
He'll set us to work, most hkely, and we can 
look so dirty as to look imrecognizable. It'll 
be a cindi, then, for me to get Father." 

"Babson, my deah fellow, your scheme has 
its dangers, yet, allow me to assure you, you 
have brains — ^you are a person of intelhgencel" 

About nine, that evening, the two boys, with 
automatics, and flashlights, concealed on their 
persons, paddled through tl^ reef entrance and 
gained the stem of the tug without mishap. 
They found the engineer reading, on his black, 
leather-covered, couch. They asked to see the 
captain. 

"I'm the bloomin' blauke," was voiced behind 
them. "G'blyme, but whadda yuh want to see 
meabaht?" 

The lads turned and looked into the jolly, 
ruddy, face of a typical Sydney steamboat 
man. A colonial who was so proud of the 
mother country that he could out-cockney any 
denizen of Aldgate in a mere matter of speech. 
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"And you escaped the blitherin' blighters!" 
he kept repeating, when the lads told of pad- 
dling oflF aboard. "Strike me jolly well dead, 
of course I'll give you a job. I can use one 
'and firing the lighter's donkey boiler, and 
t'other one 'ere — 'elpin' the chief. Whadda 
yuh s'y, Mac?" 

Mac was agreeable, so the boys were shown 
two stuffy berths in the f oreciujtle, where they 
fought cock-roaches and bugs all night. 

The boys lost no time in adding filth to the 
dilapidated disguises in which they had come 
on board. Immediately on turning to, next 
day, they managed to get their faces grimed 
with smut and oil. Bab was told that his job 
was on the lighter. 

Firing did not take much of the boy's time 
and he was an interested spectator of the opera- 
tions going on around him. It looked as though 
the first day's work had been a general assem- 
bling of the tiny submarine's parts and the 
careful mooring of the lighter. 

Toward the middle of the afternoon, Berg- 
man, who had been ubiquitously, and excitedly, 
directing most everything, got into the little 
craft that looked for all the world like an over- 
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grown porpoise, and with the expert who had 
been sent along with it from Stettin, for com- 
panion, he closed the man-hole. Bubbles now 
rose and spread in concentric circles over the 
cahn water of the cove. The bow and stem 
fasts were cast oflF, at a nod of the expert's 
head, which could be seen dimly beside Berg- 
man's in the thick glass conning tower. 

The boat stayed under a full hour with noth- 
ing but bubbles to indicate where she was. By 
following these, it was seen that she had been 
making a survey entirely aroimd the simken 
vessel. Presently, she came to the surface. 

.When the man-hole was opened, Bergman 
squeezed out, his face purple with rage. He 
swore terribly, in Grerman, at the man who had 
come from Germany. 

Bab blessed his lucky stars, just then, that 
the professor had insisted on daily converse in 
the tongue of the fatherland. He got the sense 
of everything said, although some of the words 
were strange to him. 

"But she worked perfectly," the expert said, 
"when we tried her out in the Baltic. It may be 
the delicate mechanism will have to be adjusted 
to this warmer water." 
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'"Warmer nothing I" grunted Bergman. 
"The claw, gripping device has got to work in 
order to put the chain under the vessel. If it 
doesn't work by tomorrow night, the tug and 
the lighters may as well go back to Sidney. 
The cost of having 'em here is enormous." 

All night and all the next day the poor Ger- 
man workman toiled. The small-scaled sub- 
marine was perfect in everything except in its 
most needed f ujiction — ^it simply could not per- 
form any extraneous duty. 

Black as a thimder-squall with rage, Berg- 
man climbed to the tug's house-top. 

"Here, Cap'n," he yelled "trot out your wire- 
less operator an' tell him to get Papaete. Have 
'em ask the freight agent at the steamship office 
if there's anything there for Anton Pf eflFer." 

"But I jolly well 'card you s'y as 'ow your 
nyme was Fischer I" 

"So it is ; but you do as I tell you 1" 

Sparks sputtered, then came a long wait that 
lasted till after nightfall. Bergman would eat 
no supper. He smoked long, black cigars, one 
after another. 

At length more sputtering could be heard 
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from the operating room. It ceased, and the 
young man shouted: 

"Three crates for Pf eflFer at wharf. Steamer 
just in from San Francisco 1'* 

Bergman threw his hat in the air, collected 
himself a little, then gave way again to his jubi- 
lant feelings. 

"Serve wine," he bellowed to Gustav, over 
on the Taiarapu, "genuine Niersteiner, Lieb- 
fraumilch, Schnaaps — any old thing. Make it 
a feast, Gustav, for the whole fleet 1" 

Bab joined Arthur. They exchanged 
glances. 

"What^s the move?'* Arthur ajsked. 

"It's this: When they get mellow, we'll take 
the tug's boat, and as I can write German 
script, I'll write a habeas corpus signed Berg- 
man, and we'll row over with it to the Mama. 
The men who are watching Pa'll fall for it sure 
as can be. When we get him, we can row out 
of the entrance in the dark and join our own 
vessel." 

"Put it there. Buddy— we'll do it!" 

By ten o'clock, the only sober persons in the 
fleet were the two boys. They rowed to the 
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Marua, presented the note, and tremblingly 
waited while the drunken keepers read it. 

"Vhat for Bergman vants him?" one of them 
asked. 

"We don't knaow hanythink abaht it," 
answered Arthm*, in regular Australian style, 
and with apparent indifference. " *E s'ys, 
doesn't 'e, as 'ow 'e wants us to tyke a blaoke 
over to the bloomin' tugboat?" 

"Yaw, yaw, idt vas all righdt. You vaits a 
pair of minutes." 

Presently a port light shone on the pallid 
face of the long-confined prisoner. He had to 
be helped into the boat for his keepers had put 
wrist irons on him. 

"Well s'long, old top," Arthur sang out, 
carelessly, to the spokesman of the Germans, 
while Bab rowed the boat into the darkness. 
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"What does this mean?" Captain Hawkins 
asked. "Where are you taking me?" 

"Sh— s— h!" whispered Arthur. "Wait a 
few minutes and we'll tell you." 

Bab now turned the boat's bow toward the 
open sea and, though nearly overwhelmed 
by emotion, and exasperated that he could not 
speak, he waited until they had reached the 
entrance. 

"Take the oars, now, Arthur," he at length 
exclaimed, "I'm going to talk with Father!" 

"What,BabsonI" 

"That's what. Father!'* 

They nearly wnmg each others hands oflF. It 
was a most joyful meeting. 

"But, Bab, old scout (the captain had always 
made a chum of his son) your imcle was misin- 
formed. A newspaper clipping, which he sent 
me, said you were missing and probably 
drowned in a transport that was blown up by 
a U-boat in the danger zone." 
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"And he was equally 'misinformed,' " Bab 
added, sarcastically, "when he showed me a 
clipping which reported you and the Challenger 
lost with all hands. Oh, we'll tell you a whole 
lot o' things when we get aboard the vessel." 

"What, yes — Scates and dog-fish! If those 
spars, looming up ahead, don't belong to my 
new schooner, I've got no eye for outline!" 

"Your eye's all right, Dad." 

"And who's in charge of her?" 

"The chap she's named for," laughed Bab, 
merrily, as Arthur tossed his port oar blade for- 
ward on the bow thwart, and rounded the boat 
to at the side ladder. 

"My deah boy, I congratulate you," came 
with a heartfelt tremble from one of the two 
that stood at the gangway. 

"Ay, and that's the w'y I feel abaht it," 
echoed the other. "Tom 'Askins, 'aow are 
you? Come on, naow, give us your flipper!" 

"Flat-roof me, like a Georgiaman in winter, 
if this isn't Coghill!" exclaimed the captain, 
springing nimbly on deck, and grabbing the 
Sydneyite by the hand. "What brings you 
out here — selling parrots — with a bottle 
attached — to the cannibals? Of course, old 
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man, the birds would be a little like the New- 
castle deal; but, sink me, if a full bottle isn't 
salable most anywhere." 

"I jolly well cyme like the rest of us did — ^to 
'unt for you, Tom," laughed the Australian. 

"I believe you," the captain replied, as he 
squeezed CoghiU's hand again, meanwhile siz- 
ing up the professor. 

"Father — ^my very dear friend Professor 
von Braudiauer." 

"Pleased to meet you, sir," said the master 
mariner, cordially extending his hand. 

"And allow me to assure you, my deah Cap- 
tain, your pleasure cannot exceed mine. This 
moment, sir, well repays Babson and me for 
the long and oftentimes hopeless weeks that we 
have spent searching for you — will you join me 
in a glass of wine?" 

"Thank you. Professor, your good intentions 
are appreciated; but I never indulge. How- 
ever, I'll mug-up on tea or coflFee. I've always 
considered intoxicants as the worst prop on 
which a man can lean." 

Bab led the way to the cabin, where Coghill 
soon brought a pot of tea. Captain Haskins 
sipped the safe stimulant while his son and 
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Arthur laid bare the plotting and schemmg that 
had been going on at home. 

It was long after midnight when all but one 
of the after-guard turned in. Coj^U insisted 
on standing anchor watch with one hand from 
forward. 

"A remarkable invention — ^the dictagraph," 
oflFered the professor, at breakfast imder the 
awning, next morning. 

"Indeed it is," the captain opined. "I could 
almost imagine my brother present, when 
Arthur, here, trotted the instrument out in the 
cabin." 

"Such perfidy, my deah Captain, should not 
go unpunished. You surely will break your 
vow and revisit New England as soon as you 
can?" 

"I may, and then again I may not. Profes- 
sor," came the answer smilingly. "You can 
see from what Arthur and the machine has told 
us, the poor deluded man has been, and is being, 
punished more than can ever be compensated 
for by finaricial gains. 

"Perhaps, I should be blamed as much as my 
brother — I put temptation in his way. You see 
after Bab's mother died, I was fast losing my 
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grip. Nothing but change of scene would do. 
As I had been remarkably successful, I- was 
much better oflF than most folks had any idea of. 
The power of attorney that I gave William 
that enabled him to manage — or shall I say 
mismanage — ^my fleet, represented less than a 
third of what I was worth. Although I've 
always been known as rather a rough fellow in 
sea boots, for years, I've been able to buy and 
sell my brother and many of the high-toned 
folks with whom his family tried to mix. On 
the whole, I don't know but I'd like to see 
William lose out on the real estate deal — it 
would do him, and his over-ambitious wife, 
much good." 

"You are very charitable, most magnani- 
mous," commented the professor. 

"In regard to William? Perhaps, yes. But 
this Bergman rascal, whoever he is: If I rim 
a-foul o' him around Boston, I'll get him sent 
up for blackmail. His voice — ^by the way — 
which I heard often when I was locked in the 
Marua^s store-room — sounded just like Ba- 
con's. You know he was the mate who ran the 
Nettie Haskins to her doom." 
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"Gee I" uttered Arthur and Bab, almost in 
one breath. 

"What is it?" asked the captain. 

"The missing link," Bab answered. "Of 
course Bergman and Bacon are one. It's as 
plain as day, now." 

"I'd like to queer Bergman out of getting 
that gold," observed Arthur, as he spread some 
marmalade on one of Coghill's raised biscuits. 
"I don't like to he here and see him come from 
Papaete with that up-to-date diving gear and 
take it, as you might say, from imder our very 
noses." 

"Yes, and knowing that Dad's money paid 
for it, too," added Bab. "This schooner's 
armed as well as the Marua. Professor and I 
fought 'em once with the machine gun — ^let's 
have a little naval engagement and seize what 
ought to belong to Dad. With the diving suit 
in our hands, we can get the gold." 

"I am not at all averse to the proposition," 
was the professor's oflFering, "and in view of 
the fact that it would be impossible to find any 
of the rightfid owners — the victims of the See- 
hund^s murderous raiding — ^why not do as Bab- 
son suggests: Take the diving suit by storm." 
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"Excuse me a moment/' said the captain, 
abruptly. He lighted a lamp and went into the 
hold. 

Came the sounds of ripping and pounding 
which the leisurely breakf asters took to be a 
surprise from the captain in the shape of some 
odd kind of jam, or other delicacy that had 
come in a case or crate. 

"When do you expect this — er — ^Bergman, 
or Bacon back?'' asked the captain, as, empty- 
handed, he rejoined them at table. 

"With average wind, I'll give him six days 
for the round trip," answered Bab. 

"Quite right," smiled Captain Haskins. 
"When this Bergman, or — er — ^Bacon, or who- 
ever he is, gets back, he'll find no gold." 

"But what's become of it?" chimed both boys, 
each spilling his cup of coffee in the excitement 
of the moment. 

"Why, don't you all remember that Arthur 
said the diving suit manufacturer told him he 
had sold a suit to a ship agent in Sydney ? That 
man was agent for me. The entire outfit lies 
intact in its crates in yonder hold!" 
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"Dad, Vou know me/ " reminded Bab, 
facetiously, as camp stools were shoved back at 
the end of that long-drawn-out tropical break- 
fast. Again repeating the phrase from the 
language of New England's boydom, he im- 
plored his father to let him make the descent. 

The captain who found it hard to refuse, 
and who rather encouraged any imdertaking of 
his son's that called for bravery, said, 

"If you'll read the printed instructions care- 
fully, and get used to the different depths by 
degrees, I shall be perfectly willing. We'll 
heave short, now, and run the schooner up to 
the gap when the rascals get out o' sight." 

While the windlass pawls were clanging, the 
boys went aloft. Not a soul was a-stir on the 
Taiarapu whose decks were brought quite near 
by the powerful binoculars. 

"But look — ^yes, there they are. See, there's 
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the Marua, hull down, heading for Tahiti," 
pointed Bab, "and that smoke over 't the west- 
ard's the tug and her tow. Hurrah — on deck, 
there — ^no obstructions — ^it'U be plain sailing I" 

A lovelier morning it would be hard to 
imagine. The sun had not reached the burning 
intensity that it would attain in a few hours' 
time. It glistened the tips of the wavelets till 
they shone Uke silver on the indigo bosom of 
the sea; while spread from each side of her 
sharp stem, suds-like foam creamed into bow 
waves that gracefully broke and lost themselves 
in concentric arcs, or ripples, abreast the fore 
chains. 

Close to the barrier coral reef, the captain 
steered his handsome craft, following the con- 
tour of the coast-line. Within easy distance 
grew the lofty cocoanut palms like a giant 
fringe surrounding the back-ground canopy. 
On the higher land stood a tropical paradise 
of verdure that was, at once, dark and green, 
and, seemingly, impenetrable. 

Presently the point was reached, and Bab, 
who had been through the gap oftenest, came 
down and took the wheel. Now they were 
through and the boy rang for half speed, then 
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to stop her. After much maneuvering, he got 
the land marks to agree and said, 

"Now, then. Dad, let go!" 

"Let go I" the captain thimdered. 

Bab directed putting out three kedge 
anchors. The vessel was warped into a posi- 
tion to suit the young skipper. The diving gear 
wajs hoisted from the hold. 

"Good idea to make cock-sure there's no 
plant rigged for us on the Taiarapuf' sug- 
gested Bab, as he drew the tacks from the direc- 
tion card on the inside of the largest crate. 

"Yes, son, I intended that as the next move," 
answered his father. 

A solid shot from an ancient Australian long- 
tom, which the captain had picked up in Cog- 
hill's All-Sorts, failed to stir anyone who might 
be lurking on Fischer's schooner. To further 
assure themselves, the power yawl was brought 
alongside for a trip to the apparently deserted 
vessel. 

The professor with Coghill and four sailors 
got in. Being well armed and imder cover of 
the Islander's machine gun, behind which Bab 
stood in readiness, they reached the schooner's 
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stern and clambered aboard. A seardi proved 
her uninhabited. 

"Next thing to consider'!! be the natives," 
Arthur offered, as he sprang from the notched 
Samson-post out of the ho!d. "And, gee whiz, 
there they come I" he annoimced, excitedly. 

But the watchful Cape Ann mariners, father 
and son, had not been sleeping. A rain of shots 
— aimed high — drove the war canoes of the 
brown savages bacli to the beach. Another vol- 
ley sent them scampering into the daris: jungle. 

While Bab perused the card, the captain got 
out his water-glass — an instrument which all 
South Sea traders carry — and from the yawl, 
the party took turns at scanning the cove's 
bottom. 

"I see it — I see it I" Arthur yelled, excitedly. 

"Where, my deah fellow?" 

"Over there. Bab berthed us pretty near, 
but we must warp fifty feet, or so, straight into 
the cove — right to the nor'ard." 

"Come on, naow, Harthur," Coghill said, 
after the vessel was sliifted, "you jolly well 
earned a extra peep — gaow to it. I 'ope you'll 
see the gaold has plain as Bab and the bloomin' 
hinvestors saw it." 
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Arthur took a long look, his body suggestmg 
his mental agitation. 

"Oh boy!" he ejaculated, wiping the sweat 
from his forehead. "You next. Professor! 
There must be the wealth of the Incas piled up 
in her hold — ^it's on a level with her hatch 
coaming!" 

"Wealth of the Incas 'is right' — as our deah 
Babson would say — I do assure you!" 

After Coghill had feasted his eyes on the 
glittering bars of precious metal, they gath- 
ered on the deck of the schooner. 

"Now, then, fellow citizens," called Bab, 
"help me into this medieval costume." 

The suit had been suspended by a tackle 
hanging from the derrick boom. Bab stood on 
the crate, where the professor and Coghill low- 
ered him into the brass armor. 

"All ready, son?" asked Captain Haskins. 

"rUsayso." 

"Very well, then." The captain stationed 
two sailors at the pump, while two more helped 
him place the helmet on Bab's shoulders. Per- 
sonally, the master mariner screwed the head- 
piece water-tight. Bab telephoned, 

"H'ist me up. Father." 
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The power winch raised the five hundred 
pounds of boy and brass until his feet were 
clear of the bulwarks. Then the guys were 
operated, by directions from the skilled cap- 
tain, till his son hovered in air directly over the 
place where the occupants of the yawl had spied 
the treasure. 

"Slack gently." 

Bab disappeared under water. 

*'Let me hang here for a while," came the 
boy's telephone call to his parent. "I'm down 
seven fathcons and I'll watch these queer fish 
while I get used to the pressure." 

By easy stages, the yoimg diver ordered him- 
self lowered. After what seemed an endless 
time to the jparty above, he telephoned that the 
goal was reached. "I'm standing on the gold, 
now!" was the message. 

According to previous arrangement, a 
weighted, small-meshed, "sheeauk net" was 
sent down, into which Bab put three bars of the 
precious metal. 

"Haul up," he called. The treasure went 
steadily airward. 

When forty trips, each with its three ingots 
of gold, had been made, Bab came up for a 
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rest. He made three more descents before he 
reached the silver. It had evidently been cast 
in the same mould, for it looked the same size 
as its more aristocratic neighbor. After five 
hom*s and a half, all the precious metal had 
been hoisted. 

"I'm going into the hooker's cabin now, 
Dad," he called. "Going to overhaul her 
lockers — ^there may be some jewels or trinkets 
stowed there." 

In fifteen minutes more came the message, 

"I've a tin trunk in my hand, so h'ist me up 
gently. There's nothing new here, now, except 
odd sea-growth and fishes — see a new kind of 
fish every few minutes." 

Clang I clang! clang! went the pawls and 
finally the huge brass figure himg dripping in 
the scorching tropic sun, its right hand holding 
the case of unopened treasure. 

"Well, 'aow d' ye like it daown that w'y?" 
Coghill wondered. 

"It's all right, only it's left me terribly tired 
and sleepy." 

^'Well, we'll jolly well 'ave you haout o' that 
shell and staow some 'ot Java into you, directly. 
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Then we'll gather araoimd the festive board 
had 'ave our tucker." 

It was a happy party that sat under the 
schooner's awning that day. It was mid-after- 
noon and Coghill had never prepared food 
nicer. 

"Don't see when in Sam Hill you found time 
to cook it," remarked the captain. "How did 
you do it? You were standing around us 
watching Bab's bubbles, whenever I noticed 
you." 

"Oh, seven courses of tucker Uke this is noth- 
ink for McKinley Benjamin," was the rejoin- 
der. You bought to 'ave seen the w'y I served 
a banquet, once, for a visiting lord m'yor. I 
did the trick in two hours and a 'alf , and saold 
aout the Sydney Hall- Sorts to a silly blaouke 
while jolly well cooking it." 

When dinner was over, Arthur asked permis- 
sion to go down to the wreck. His wish was 
natural and boy-like. The captain good- 
humoredly allowed it. After the dive, the 
anchors were got and the schooner stood out, 
under power, through the entrance. 

With every rag set and drawing, the Babson 
Elwell Haskins soon left Ahangatou to its 
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savage inhabitants. The happy party sat aft, 
facing the westering sun, just before the ap- 
proaching brief twilight. 

" 'Aow abaht opening the bloomin' cyse?" 
inquired the versatile Coghill. "Let's see it. 
Blyme, but I'll 'ave it open in a jiffy." 

From the manipulation of a button-hook in 
his skillful hands, the lid flew open. All of the 
after-guard looked over his shoulder. 

" ' 'Alf Moon Hand Seven Stars'!" was the 
little man's ejaculatory mention of his favorite 
haimt's name, in Sydney. "May I never 
hempty a tankard again if 'ere isn't the most 
hexquisite aggregytion of stones, and jewels, 
as I've ever 'ad my eyes on! Look, friends, 
look — diamonds, rubies, pearls, sapphires, 
haquamarines — h — e — ^v — e — r — ^y — ^think I 
What a 'eartless villain was Fisdier and 'is 
craowd — ^the See'undfs hofficers !" 
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The Islandee Sails Home 

The professor had charge of the deck as the 
schooner neared Point Venus. The others of 
the party were gathered around Captain Has- 
kins in the cabin, who was trying to apportion 
the shares of treasure equally. The professor's 
voice announced down the companionway, 

"There is an outward-bound vessel approach- 
ing. If I am not greatly mistaken, it is the 
Marua. Allow me to assure you, my deah fel- 
lows, that I wish her occupants joy in their 
search of the wreck's bowels for treasure." 

The ironical smile on the dried-up face of 
the man of learning, and this departure from 
his customary serious form of expression, was 
most ludicrous. The party at the cabin burst 
into laughter. 

"You'll do," yelled Bab. "You're all right, 
Professor!" 

The treasure having been divided, and a lib- 
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eral present for each sailor laid aside, plans for 
the future were discussed. 

"I'm for a glimpse of Cape Ann," declared 
Bab. "How do you stand, Father?" 

"I'll go with you, my son, if Coghill will run 
the schooner while I'm gone. We can sail in 
your sloop for you'll want to show her to your 
friends there. How a;bout it, Coghill?" 

"I'll willingly 'elp you aout. It's nothink for 
McKinley Benjamin Cog'ill to step from the 
galley to the captain's cabin. The lads can 
run the Hall-Sorts while I jolly will keep the 
^ A skins aout of the haoutlaw's clutches. I can 
tryde to Raratonga and New Zealand." 

"No use to ask you to go with us in the 
Islander, is it?" Bab questioned, looking up 
the companionway at his dear old friend the 
professor. 

"And why *no use,' my deah fellow?" 

"Why, The States have gone dry. And, 
besides, you haven't finished your botanical 
searches." 

"The collection can wait, my deah fellow. 
As to prohibition: Allow me to assure you, I 
have given the matter much thought. I have 
arrived at the conclusion, that, unhampered by 
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the drinking evil, the next generation of men in 
our beloved United States, will, with their 
achievements, eclipse the endeavors of any 
other men in the whole world. Personally, I 
shall nevah drink intoxicants again. I am, my 
deah fellow, through using them for evahl" 

"Hurrah! hurrah! hurrah!" voiced the others 
— even the Australian. 

"Just see how many times Fve seen men lose 
out from it," reminisced Bab. "There was 
*The Wild Irishman' who lost himself, his wife, 
the ship and all hands, except Bergman and 
me. Then there was the crowd of victims who 
bought shares from Anton in the treasure sal- 
vage scheme. They never'd have loosened up 
except under the influence of liquor. Then 
Bergman lost me from Anton's clutches just 
by Coghiirs plying the watchman with drinks. 
Then, Gustav got the weather-guage of Fischer 
through the agency of booze. And the king of 
Aki- Aki lost a fine meal of long-pig by getting 
drunk. Next, Fischer and his whole gang got 
captured by Bergman from the same cause. 
Then, Arthur and I got Father away from 
Bergman aided by the villain himself. He 
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ordered a riotous feast, and you all know the 
rest — ^we got the gold!" 

"You have, my deah fellow, the whole thuig 
'gathered in a small hunt,' as you are some- 
times wont to say. I shall he most pleajsed to 
join you, and your honored parent, in a cruise 
to Cape Ann. I promise myself great pleasure, 
I do assure you, in once again sitting at the 
claviah in the Islander^ s cozy cabin and enliven- 
ing the passage by some tuneful strains from 
the old masters." 

"Bravo!" yelled the dehghted boy. "But 
how do you stand. Buddy?" 

"Me? Cape Ann's right. As we measure 
out here, it's only a dog-watch from there to 
my home. I want to see my dad." 

The schooner glided into peaceful Papaete 
Harbor and her anchor was let go alongside 
the Islander. All hands turned to and placed 
whatever was going with her aboard the sloop. 
By noontime, next day, water and stores were 
all taken in; farewells were said and the pretty 
craft stood out to sea. 

After following our friends through their 
many trials in the romantic Society and Tua- 
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motu Groups, it would seem trivial to chron- 
icle the uneventful passage home. The usual 
gale or two was met before Panama was 
reached, as well as a hiuricane nearly as severe 
as was the one that wrecked the Rangoon. 

The ancient city of Panama interested the 
party as did the tawdry, cosmopolitan, showi- 
ness of Colon, softened and chastened, some- 
what, by the contrasting influence of its higher 
toned other self. Cristobal — severely prim and 
too uniformly perfect — seemed to stand in 
tropical grandeur like a sentinel, or as a living 
rebuke to the gayety of the older city. 

Great Anagua, in the Bahamas, eighty miles 
beyond Cape Maysi was the only port of 
call. Water was taken on here, as well as 
stores, fruits, and the famous guava jelly. 

One bright star-lit morning, at about twelve- 
thirty. Highland Light was abeam. At seven, 
the Islander slipped past Norman's Woe into 
her owner's home waters. The long, wearying 
passage was over at last. 
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Conclusion 

Leaving the faithful Pau-Pau in charge, 
our friends entrained at once; though the cap- 
tain and Bab would have liked to have grasped 
the hand of many a friend who had not yet 
turned out. At Boston, they went at once to 
the office of William Haskin. 

"No, he isn't in yet," answered Miss Brown, 
the secretary. "Won't you step into his office 
and wait?" 

"We will, thank you." 

"Old gentleman's had these curtains hung 
here, since my visit," Arthur explained, as he 
surveyed the draperies that were drawn half 
way across the room. "He can have a private 
talk at his desk with the door into the type- 
writer's room open, and no one can get wise to 
whom he's scheming with." 

"We might as well take seats inside the cur- 
tain," the captain said, smilingly. "Reserved 
seats are not too good for us." 
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At half past nine, a care-worn man with 
snow-white locks came shuffling in with his 
cane. He wajs stooped in the shoulders and 
seemed quite broken and feeble. 

"How are you, Bill?" 

The voice came from the comer behind the 
half-drawn curtain. The real estate man 
dropped in a faint. 

He came to, shortly, and found himself able 
to sit up. He sat with his swivel desk-chair 
facing his visitors, but his eyes were downcast. 
At length he said, in a voice as from the grave, 

"Thomas, why did you come ?" 

"I came," said the captain — ^who although 
five years older, looked twenty-five years 
younger than his brother — to — " 

"He — ^he — ^he — ^please pardon me for inter- 
rupting," tittered the young lady secretary, 
"but you're wanted at the door, Mr. Haskins." 

"Who is it? Tell him to wait." 

"I'm all through waiting, Haskins!" shouted 
an angry voice, from the outer room. "Si' 
down an' write me a check for a couple of thou- 
sand dollars or I'll make you squirm. You've 
kept promising me for two weeks, now — I'm 
all through!" 

273 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



Bab Haskins in Southern Seas 

"I am very busy, now. I will attend to it 
this forenoon," promised the feeble man, tot- 
teringly showing himself at the curtain's edge. 

"Well, you'd better, and without fail!" 

The troubled financier dropped into his chair 
again and said, 

"You came—" 

B — ^r — ^r — ^r — r — ^r — ^went the telephone on 
his desk. 

"Miss Brown, O, Miss Brown, will you 
answer it?" 

"Te— he— he— it's Mrs. Haskin, sir. She 
says she has picked up some lovely things — 
silks and poplins and other stuff — ^at the de- 
partment store bargain sale. The goods will 
come here C.O.D. She wishes you to know 
they come to only a couple of hundred." 

William Haskin was past groaning at so 
trifling a figure, and then, as if to mock him, in 
walked his son. 

"Dad, got to have ten thousand, right off. 
I've — Hello, Uncle Tom, how are you? Glad 
to see you. And you, Bab. Ha — ^ha — ha! 
When did you two blow in?" 

The young man sat down and chatted as 
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though, in a half tolerant way, he was a little 
pleased. He soon asked, however, 

"Haven't forgotten that cheek, have you 
Dadr 

Just then Miss Brown called her employer 
out from behind the curtain. They stood in the 
doorway and talked excitedly. Though they 
were not aware of it, nearly all of their conver- 
sation wajs audible in both rooms. 

"But I can not cheer up, Angelina. I had it 
from what I consider a reliable source, that the 
street improvement was laid on the table!" 
"The morning papers said nothing about it." 
"Have you read them all, my child?" 
"Ye — e — s, sir — ^that is all but one." 
"Send out and get that one quick — ifs my 
only chancer 

William Haskin shuffled back to his swivel 
chair, bowed his worried head and tried to steel 
himself for the arraignment that his guilty con- 
science told him was his due. But Captain 
Thomas got no chance to begin. 

"Look here, Haskin," threatened a tall, 
aggressive, red mustached man, who strode in 
unannounced, "I warned you in time to pay up. 
If the interest on that Gloucester wharf prop- 
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erty isn't paid at noon, today, I shall foreclose 
in behalf of my client. I take no fooling, see?" 

"What does the mortgage, with uiterest, 
come to. Bill?" the captain asked, coolly. 

"Seven thousand, two himdred and fifty dol- 
lars," answered the attorney. 

"Thank you, although I didn't address my 
question to you, sir. Bill, I have my pocket 
check-book here — I'll hft this mortgage." 

"Te-he— he— Oh!— he— he-he— " gig- 
gled Miss Brown, rushing in and nearly 
smothering her employer with a spread-out 
newspaper. "Here it — he — he — ^he — is — ^first 
page, fourth coliman. I'm going to call Mr. 
McGonigle up, now, and get him to speak 
direct to you. He'll know if this is a scoop — 
whether it is true!" 

The mortgage settlement kept the captain 
busy for a time, during which William Haskin 
managed to shaime-facedly thank his brother. 
The telephone tinkled and the financier 
answered the call. When the lawyer left, a 
changed man faced his visitors. 

Limp and inert, the man seemed to have lost 
his grip on everyihing. He had aged a full 
five years in a few moments. 
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"Needn't explain anything," declared the 
blunt captain, charitably, "I know the whole 
financial ship from stem to stern. IVe plenty 
more property." 

"What do you refer to?" (William forced 
himself to utterance) "Thomas — I — am — 
worth three milUon dollars — ^you — ^have — ^not 
— lost a penny!" 

"Ah, I see," said the captain, glancing at the 
open newspaper. "So the street is to be 
widened at last; but at what cost to you, Bill! 
Why, I'd sooner have lost two fleets of schoon- 
ers than to see you like this. You're so broken 
in health you'll never enjoy your winnings. 
Look — ^this morning's strain has given you a 
shght shock — your hand is clutching your coat's 
edge with palsy." 

The visitor still sat behind the curtain, when 
another caller was annoimced by the young 
lady. 

"Mr. Bergman to see you, sir." 

William Haskin shrank in his chair, half 
sensing what he heard. He was about to tell 
Miss Brown to have him call later, when the 
captain interposed, quietly, 

277 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



Bab Haskins in Southern Seas 

"Have him shown in, Bill. We'll push your 
chair out by that flat-top desk, there." 

"Well, old boy, how are you?" asked Berg- 
man, insolently. "Don't look as though you'd 
last much longer on this mundane sphere. I 
may as well take a raise out of you while there's 
a chance. Come on, now, cough up. Just deed 
me — well, say the building nimiber 218 to 221 

St. Needn't claim you can't for the whole 

city's wise to the street improvement, and 
they're cracking up the business sagacity of 
*real estate operator Haskin.' " 

"And if I refuse?'' the stricken man asked. 

"Then I'll tell what I know about you and 
you'll do time." 

"Oh, is that so?" came from behind the cur- 
tain. "Just throw up your hands, Mr. Black- 
mailer," demanded Captain Thomas Haskins, 
"and see how it seems to look into an 
automatic." 

Bergman turned white. He was taken com- 
pletely off his guard. The captain kept him 
covered while the girl — giggling now from 
hysteria — had to allow Bab to telephone, in her 
stead, for the police. 

"Let me see," said the captain, meditatively. 
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"Knew I'd seen you before — ah, I have it, in 
spite of you're wearing a beaxd. You're Leo- 
pold Baum, whom I discharged for dishonesty 
the time you were bookkeeper for my brother, 
here, and me, when we ran a fishing business at 
Gloucester. Later, you crossed my bows as 
Mr. Bacon, mate and wrecker of the Nettie 
Haskins. Last, you pose as Bergman — ^black- 
mailer. Some record 1" 

The disgruntled Bergman was handcuffed 
and led away by two officers in an incredibly 
short time. The air seemed purer, somehow, 
after he was gone. 

"Why, Tom Haskins, bless my heart, how 
do you do?" It was William's wife who had 
just come in. "And Babson — ^my but ain't 
you grown 1 I thought you was both dead ; but 
I'm sure I'm glad it's not true." Then, not 
giving the captain a chance to introduce the 
professor and Arthur, she continued, 

"WiUiam Haskin, I'm going to give a musi- 
cale to celebrate oiu* success. You didn't tell 
me nothin' about it this mornin' and you must 
have knowed all the time." 

*T)o what you like. I'm sick of it alll" 
groaned the broken man. 
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"You don't look well," remarked his wife, a 
trifle concernedly. 

"Now, look here, Mary Ann — " 

"Marian, please, Cap'n Thomas." 

"Well, Marian, then," conceded the seaman, 
"It isn't my kettle of fish, but if I were W^il- 
liaim, or you, I'd just lash that "s" back onto my 
name, and f rap it so taut that nothing on earth 
could cast it off. I'd get right back to the old 
wooden house in Gloucester and be myself 1" 

"Tom," declared the woman, weeping copi- 
ously, "you — ^you're right. They don't — don't 
care shucks — ^about us. The last — spread — I 
gave cost three — ^three thousand dollars. We 
— ^had — ^two guests!" 

"My deah madam," offered the professor, 
magnanimously, "I have not the great honoh to 
have been introduced to you, but pray allow me 
a few words: For yeahs — yeahs, I repeat — I 
made daily use of liquor — although in great 
moderation — for I never cared to fall ill. Then 
came my association with our deah yoimg 
friend Babson, here, and, later, with his honored 
parent, the captain. The example of their 
clean, blameless lives taught me — ^as old as I 
was — ^to desist. I cut off the use of all intoxi- 
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cants as though it were done with a knife. I 
am my natm*al bom self again. You can do 
the same! 

"Madam, allow me to present myself, so that 
you may know from whom you received this 
long harangue: I have the honoh to be Pro- 
fessor Karl, Ernst, Hermann, Friedrich von 
Brachauer, an adopted son of the United 
States." 

"Tom," said his sister-in-law, drying her 
tears, "you and the kind-hearted professor have 
done me a heap o' good. I hain't realized till 
this blessed minute how worn out William is. 
I'll open up the old house in Prospect St. and 
take him to a real home. You'll live with us 
again, won't you, Bab? We're through with 
style!" 

"I shall be delighted, Aimtie — Cape Ann for 
me every time!" 

THE END 
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Abaft, in the rear of. 

Aft, at the stern, or rear end. 

All standing, the sailor's way of saying fully clothed. 

Bark, a vessel of three or more masts that is square rigged on 

all but the mast nearest the stern. 
Bending sails, attaching them to the spars. 
Bear a hand, hurry up. 
Boatswain, a sort of marine foreman. 
Bob-stay, the stay which runs from the end of ibe bow-sprit 

down to the ship's stem. 
Booby-hatch, a box-like covering, on which there is a com- 

panionway, over a hatchway. 
Braces, purchases for swinging the yards. 
Butt straps, narrow bands of steel that are riveted over butts 

on the inside of a steel vessel's plating. 
Bulkhead, a partition or wall. 
Bwnt lines, ropes by which a sail can be pursed, from on deck, 

into a small bundle called a bunt. 
Caboose, a small portable cook house on deck. 
Capstan, a vertical, barrel-shaped contrivance for heaving in 

rope. The forward one is geared to the horizontal windlass. 
Clawing of, gradually edging away from a lee shore. 
Close hauled, when a vessel is steered as near as possible to the 

direction from which the wind blows, she is close hauled. 
Cat-head, a short timber extending over the bow, on each side, 

from which the anchor is catted or raised. The tack of a 

square rigger's fore sail is also fastened down to this tim- 
ber when the vessel is close hauled. 
Courses, the ship's largest square sails. Those nearest the deck. 
Crimp, a procurer of crews. A deep-water boarding house 

runner. 
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Cro'yk (properly cross-jack), the name of the course on the 

mksen, or cross- jack yard, of a ship. 
Dead horse, in these times, the first month's wages paid in 

advance. 
Directory, a book of reference. Captains carry directories of 

localities they expect to navigate. 
Dog-watch, the two hour watch from four to six, and from six 

to eight P.M. All other watches are of four hours' duration. 
Dowsing, sudden lowering of sails, as just before a squalL 
Down by the head, too much weight forward, giving a vessel a 

dejected appearance. 
Down in the run, the thin portion of a vessel's body under the 

cabin floor, near the stern post. 
Falmouth for orders, vessels are often chartered to carry cargo 

that is unsold to Queenstown or Falmouth for orders. At 

either place they are notified where to proceed for port of 

discharge. 
Fife-rail, the railing, or fence, around a mast at the deck, that 

has rows of bela3rlng pins to which running rigging is made 

fast. 
Flat roofed, with lower masts only. No top masts like the bank 

fishing vessels in winter. 
Fleeted aft, in sailor language, to shift along, or change position, 

is to fleet. 
Forecastle-head, the raised deck at the bow of all large sailing 

vessels. In American ships, it is called top-gallant fore- 
castle. 
Fore chains, the place on a vessel's side where the shrouds that 

support the fore mast are attached to iron straps called 

chain plates. 
Flying jib-boom, a spar that forms an extension to the bow- 
sprit. 
Fra'p, to end a lashing by binding all the parts tightly together. 
Futtock shrouds, short rope ladder, having a steep outward 

slant, that run from a band a few feet below the mast head 

up to the top. 
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Oalley, the apartment, on ship board, where the cooking is done. 
Hand spikes, often called capstan bars, are stout, rounded poles 

seven feet or so in length, having one square end for inser- 
tion in the mortises of the capstan. They are used, also, 

for prying and for heaving. 
Hand Imd, the lead for sounding depths up to twenty fathoms. 
Half-deck, a small deck house in the waist of British ships, 

which contains the living quarters of the apprentices, and, 

sometimes, those of the petty officers. 
Hanks, shackle-shaped rings on the stays to which the jibs and 

staysails are seized or lashed. 
Halliards, ropes for hoisting sails. 
Hooker, a sailor's slang term for a small. vessel. 
Hove short, with the cable nearly up and down. The anchor 

barely holding. 
Hawse-pipes, the oblique holes in the bows of vessels through 

which the anchor's cable runs. 
Jack-apple, a South Sea Island fruit in apearance not unlike a 

small melon. 
Jibed his sails, shifted them to the other side of the vessel by 

letting them fill aback. 
Johny All Sorts, The Australian name for a second hand store. 
Kedge anchors, light anchors used for kedging, or warping, or 

for use, sometimes, to keep the stern from swinging when' 

moored in a narrow channel 
Lazy lines, lines hanging from the masts on each side of fore 

and aft sails into which the sail can be dropped when 

lowering. (Note — These are nearly always rigged as a 

Spanish burton.) 
Leading breeze, a fair wind. 

Lime- juicer, the sailor's nickname for a British vessel. 
Liners, in inside and outside plated vessels, it is obvious that 

every alternate plate is its own thickness away from the 

frame. A short strap of steel fills up this discrepancy. It 

is called a Hner. 
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Long legged, a vessel is said to be long legged when she draws 
a great deal of water. 

Main top, a half moon-shaped platform at the main mast head 
of a ship. 

Main yard backed, the weather braces hauled until the sail fills 
on the other side. It is then said to be aback. This is done 
when stopping a ship to take on a pilot, or to send away or 
receive a boat. 

M<ut headed, hoisted as high as a sail can go. 

Panikin, a sailor's enameled cup, or dipper, holding about a 
pint. 

Petty offlcers' breakfast, the same food as the sailors have with 
the addition of a choice tit-bit of whatever formed the 
saloon fare. 

Painter, the rope at the bow ring-bolt of a boat. Also, one of 
the lashings of an anchor. This is called shank painter. 

Poop, the raised deck aft under which are the saloon and 
officer's quarters. 

Port Phillip Heads, the pilots' station for the port of Mel- 
bourne, Australia. 

Quarter guys, tackles to steady a boom so it cannot swing from 
side to side. 

Ratline stuff, the small, tarred, Russian hemp rope used for 
the treads of what a landsman calls a rope ladder. 

Red oxide, a dark, red paint used on iron and steel parts of 
British vessels. 

Samson post, a large stanchion of hard wood under the hatch- 
way beams of wooden vessels. 

Scuppers, holes at the bottom of the bulwarks to let water drain 
off the deck. Generally speaking, the term is applied to the 
sort of gutter along which these holes are spaced with 
intervals. 

Stern sheets, the U-shaped seats in the stern of a rowboat. 

Shanghai, to kidnap. f' 
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Sheecmk net, a strong net hung under the gang plank of vessels 
lying at wharves in Australia, Sailors say they are to 
catdi the victims of over indulgence in the native ale — ^nick- 
named sheeauk — ^when attempting to board their ships after 
an evening's shore liberty. 

Ship's winch, a hoisting windlass. 

Small whales for companions, in the Pacific, not far from the 
Golden Gate, there are many small whales whose value is 
so little they are not molested. They are so tame the writer 
has seen them parallel a ship's course for hours, at a dis- 
tance of about one hundred feet. 

Spanker boom, the spar on which the foot of the spanker — ^the 
lowest fore and aft sail on the after side of the mizzen 
mast — ^is hauled out. 

Square away, to start sailing before the wind, or nearly so. 

Square the cr&j*k yard, an order that indicates that the wind 
has shifted to right aft, or nearly so. 

Steam schooner, a type of auxiliary craft peculiar to San Fran- 
cisco and the coast trade thereabout. 

Tack lashing, the foremost and first lashing when starting to 
reef a fore and aft saiL 

Taff-rail, the railing around the stern. 

Tail rope, a i^ort rope at the clew of a jib, or fore staysail, to 
catch a turn with to windward, when it is desired to pay the 
vessel's head off. It is also used when heaving to in mild 
weather. 

Taut, tight With great tension. 

Trick, the sailor's turn at steering. 

Tucker, the Australian equivalent for our slang word grub. 

F. 0„ the best mark on sailor's discharge papers. It means 

very good for conduct and ability. 
Warped, hauled into a change of position by means of lines or 

ropes. 
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Glossary 

Windlass pawls, ratchets that drop into notches enabling the 

windlass to retain all that is heaved on it. 
Whipping, the service of sail twine on the end of a rope that 

keeps it from becoming frayed or fag-ended. 
Yards checked in, the deep-water mode of saying the wind i^ 

becoming more favorable. 
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